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FOEEWORD 

ELEANOR BOIES TILESTON was 
bom in Brookline, Massachusetts, 
June 9, 1886, the seventh child and 
fifth daughter of John Boies Tileston and 
Mary Wilder Tileston. Milton became her 
home when she was two and a half years old, 
and in 1891 a simmier home was established 
at Cataumet, on Buzzards Bay, where sail- 
ing, rowing, and swimming made her very 
happy, and increased her energy and strength. 
She was a very interesting and original 
child, with an alert and vigorous mind. 
When she was four years of age, she had a 
great desire to learn to read, and acquired the 
power rapidly and easily. She went to a 
small school on Milton Hill in September, 
1890, and to Milton Academy from 1893 to 
February, 1898. Her father died early in 
that year, and it was a very great sorrow to 
her, young as she was. On October 8, 1898, 
she went abroad for a year with her mother 
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2 ELEANOR BOIES TILE8T0N 

and three of her sisters, and she enjoyed and 
appreciated, in an unusual degree, the treas- 
ures of art and nature which she found there. 
On their return, they lived in Boston for 
eight years, and she went to Miss Winsor's 
school from 1899 to 1904. 

She went to Europe for six months in 1904 
and 1906, spent the winter of 1908-9 in 
Paris, where she took lessons in tooling and 
book-binding, which she studied for several 
years in Boston, and was in Italy in the 
spring. In the summer of 1910, she went 
to Cortina, to the Ober-Ammergau Passion- 
Play, and the Carpathians ; and to Cortina 
and Germany in 1911. In September, 1911, 
she entered a class in the School for Social 
Workers, in Boston, and was intensely in- 
terested in the problems and the work 
which were given her, and was much loved 
by the poor women with whom she came in 
contact. 

She died of scarlet fever, March 7, 1912, 

at the age of twenty-five years and nine 

months. 

MARY WILIER TILESTON. 
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ELEANOR BOIES TILESTON 

The following pages are extracted from her joumaLs 
of travel and her letters. 

1898 

8. S. FuZda — Thursday, October 13th. 
Monday night was quite roily. We had 
four guards on the table, to keep the dishes 
from going on to the floor. Almost every- 
thing (the bottles had clasps which fastened 
them to the table) kept time to the music, 
or the waves, so our dinner was rather noisy. 
Once we lurched down, and every one fran- 
tically grabbed what was in front of them. 
Wednesday was the worst day of all. In the 
morning, when the deck steward came round 
to give us our tea, (really soup with a Uttle 
oil put on top), and sandwiches, it was rolling 
violently. Our steamer chairs were lashed 
to the wall. The band had just stopped in 
their very nearly successful attempt to deff en 
us, when a huge wave sent them staggering 
in all directions. 

3 
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4 ELEANOR BOIES TILE8T0N [1898 

Florence, November 6th. 
At ten we all went to the UfiSzi. What we 
chiefly admired were Botticelli's Madonnas, 
and his Birth of Venus, Fra Angelico's 
angels, the Madonna of the Goldfinch, and 
some fine portraits. 

Florence, Wednesday, November 9th. 
Very beautiful day. We started soon after 
breakfast, took a bus to San Marco, and car- 
riage to Fiesole. On the way we walked 
down a Uttle rocky street bordered with 
roses to the Badia, and foimd in the re- 
fractory a charming fresco of Christ fed by 
angels. We went to San Domenico, and 
up to Fiesole. A. & E. walked most of the 
way. The road was very steep, and good 
views of the city and country around came 
up at every curve. Some of the roads were 
shut in by high soUd stone walls, characteristic 
of Italy. We all went into an old ruined 
amphitheatre, with grass growing in it, and 
gathered flowers near an Etruscan wall, and 
enjoyed oiu'selves A beautiful hazy view 
was from the top of a hill, to which most of 
us climbed. After limch, Mamma and I 
went to the Bargello. I found a deUghtful 
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18981 ELEANOR BOIES TILE8T0N 6 

little lion, with a bewitching stare. There was 
china, bronzes, carvings and etc. There wa^ 
some armor also. 

Friday, November 11th. 
Weather fine. We all went to the Badia, 
and saw Filippino Lipi's beautiful Vision of 
St. Bernard.. Color adds a good deal to it. 
Then we went to Or San Michele. Mamma^ 
E. and I went to Alinari's, and spent a happy 
hour choosing a dozen photographs. 

Florence, November 17th. 
After lunch, Edith, Gretel and I went to 
the Campanile. We studied it for some 
time with Ruskin's aid, and went up. The 
ascent was very wearisome and steep. The 
view was glorious; Monte Morello very 
clear. A sharp piercing wind was blowing. 
We came back in time for tea. I studied 
Italian. 

Florence, Saturday, November 19th. 
Colder, clear. Mamma, E. and I went 
to the Pitti in the morning. We gazed in 
rapturous contemplation for an hour, and 
then came back. 
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6 ELEANOR BOIES TILE8T0N [isw 

Thursday, December 1st. 
Some of the things which are exempt from 
duty at the Custom-house at America are — 
dragon's blood, dried blood, orange peel 
(not dried), fish-skins, moss (crude), rags, 
shellfish, and etc. Much good they'll do 
us! 

Saturday, December 3rd. 
Superb. Mamma, E., A., and I went 
to the Badia, and stayed some time looking 
at Filippino Lippi's beautiful Vision of St. 
Bernard. We think that it is one of the 
most beautiful pict\u*es in Florence. Then 
we went to the Palazzo Vecchio. A guide 
showed us round for two francs. We three, 
(not Mamma), went up the tower. Savon- 
arola's cell is so small that you can hardly 
stand up straight, and it is only a few feet 
broad. The furniture consists of a bench 
in the wall. The window goes very far 
back, broad at the outer part, narrowing 
till it ends with only a few inches of air. 
You have to go up a winding stair, (to get 
to the top), outside the tower, so that the 
wind nearly blows you over the edge. The 
view was siupassingly fine; the mountains 
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have just got their winter clothes, in the 
latest style — white. 

Letter to M. W. T. Jr. 
Pension Chapman, Florence, Dec. 4th. 

Some days ago, Mamma and I took a 
bus to the Porta San Nicholo, and walked 
up to San Miniato. The church of San 
Miniato is very old; it was built in the 11th 
century. It is a fascinating little place, 
with an exquisite monument to a young 
cardinal. He was only twenty-six when 
he died, and very good. The face is very 
lovely. A dear little pulpit up near the 
choir has an odd little figure on it, with 
staring blue eyes. There is an old mosaic 
in the Byzantine style. The chiu^ch has 
no transept; there is a crypt below, with 
some sweet obituaries. There are also some 
much damaged frescoes of the fourteenth 
century. 

I am learning the collects for the Sundays ; 
selecting those I like best. 

E. and I went to the Academia di Bella 
Arta. It has some gems of Botticellis 
(there are only seven rooms) among them 
some exquisite dancing angels in a corona- 
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8 ELEANOR BOIES TILESTON [1898 

tion of the Virgin, with delicately clasped 
hands, and a Tobias. 

JoumaL Sunday, December 11th, Florence. 
Margaret and I went to the Uflfizi for the 
whole morning, taking a last look at our 
favorite pictures. Good-by to the Uflfizi, 
my pet gallery! After lunch, we went to 
the Opera del Duomo, then first to the 
Academia, where we feasted our eyes on 
the charming Botticellis. Afterwards, we 
saw the Medici Chapel, which is one of the 
finest things in Florence, and in to San 
Lorenzo. 

[On December 12th they left Florence, and went to 
Rome, staying a few days in Perugia on the way.] 

Perugia, Wednesday, December 14th. 
We all went to the Pinacoteca, or pic- 
ture gallery, in the splendid old Palazzo 
Publico. It is a grand building, one of 
the finest in Europe, with a magnificent 
door. The gallery contains several Peru- 
ginos of indifferent interest to me, Lorenzo 
di Firenze, one Pinturicchio, and others of 
less fame. 
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Rome, Saturday, December 17th. 
Very beautiful. We all took the bus to 
St. Peter's, and went to the Vatican. I do 
not care much for the Michaelangelos in 
the Sistine Chapel ; still, they are very fine. 
There is nothing in the Pinocoteca except 
Raphael's Transfiguration, which may be 
good, but I don't think much of it. 

Saturday, December 24th. 
Fine, cold. All of us but A. went to the 
Sculptures at the Vatican. I do not like 
the Laocoon, or care much for the Apollo 
Belvedere. I did like the headless daughter 
of Niobe, and the Minerva near it, however. 

Monday, December 26th. 
Mamma, Gretel and I went and froze 
our noses off, first in St. John the Lateran, 
then at San Stephano. The former I don't 
care for; the latter with its whitewashed 
walls and horrid martyrdoms I dislike. 
In the afternoon, Mamma, E. and I walked 
to the Palazzo Barberini, and saw the por- 
trait of Beatrice Cenci by Guido Reni. 
It is very interesting, and full of expressions. 
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Journal. January 1st. 

Happy New Year ! I have three mottoes 
for this year. "A new commandment I 
give unto you, that ye love one another." 
"Do cheerfully the duty that Ues nearest 
you/' and the poem, "Build a little fence of 
trust." 

Mamma gave me a photograph of Botti- 
celli's dancing angels, and Raphael's sketchy 
the Cupbearer. Gretel presented me with a 
sketch by Leonardo da Vinci, of two animals 
fighting. One has the true da Vinci smile. 

Naples, Tuesday, January 24th. 
Pleasant, nice sunset. Just a year. I went 
to the Museum with E. and A. I saw the 
beautiful bas-relief of Orpheus and Eurydice, 
and the other part of the Pinacoteca. 

[At night they sailed across to Palermo, where they 
enjoyed the Cappella Palatina, the Eremiti, and Mon- 
reale exceedingly. On Monday, January 30th, they 
went on to Girgenti, where they stayed at the Hotel 
des Temples, outside the town, for five happy days.] 
10 
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Journal. Girgenti, Thursday, February 2nd. 
In the afternoon, we five drove to Tevarra, 
in a three-horse carriage. All along the 
mountains it was cultivated, and we kept 
passing men of the true Sicilian type of face, 
usually wearing a black fez. In the sides 
of the hills, were small mounds a little like 
bee-hives with a door. The scenery was 
wild in places, and we saw the sea. Tevarra 
is nearly as large as Girgenti ; intersected 
by the usual Corso Vittorio Emanuele, 
with side streets branching off, very pic- 
tiu-esque. It was a great festa. Candlemas 
day, and men, with masks on, or (also 
masked) dressed as women with long dresses. 
When we reached the Piazza, it was thronged 
with men and boys watching two men 
dressed in sheets & etc., bobbing round. 
They crowded round us, and I could not 
help wondering what would happen if the 
sea of smiling faces changed to an angry mob. 

[On February 4th, they went on to Syracuse where 
they stayed at Villa Politi.] 

Syracuse, Sunday, February 6th. 
Mamma and I went down to the Latomia 
Cappucini, a great quarry with tremendously 
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12 ELEANOR BOIES TILESTON [law 

steep high walls, where people have com- 
mitted suicide, (cheerful thought !) and about 
B.C. 400, seven thousand captive Athenians 
languished after their attempt at S3rracuse. 
It is all overgrown with luxiuiant vegeta- 
tion, and we rambled about for some time. 

Monday, February 6th. 
We went to the "miserable little village 
of Belvedere," and, leaving Mamma in 
the carriage, walked up. We were followed 
by fifteen children. We saw a very frisky 
calf, wee little kids, and an old woman spin- 
ning with a distaff. A. threw her a cent, but 
I am afraid that she never got it, as the 
whole population threw themselves on it, 
and when we left there was a howling mass. 
By this time it is probably torn to bits. 

Taonnina, Saturday, February 11th. 
We four walked to the Greek theatre. 
It is off the Piazza Vittorio Emanuele, near 
the Hotel Timeo. Not very well preserved, 
with no traces of seats, the principal things 
are walls, columns, stage, orchestra, and, 
last but not least, an excellent view. All 
the way down the hill-ddes the almond 
trees are in their fullest bloom, and in the 
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garden the most exqmsite roses are to be 
seen — and smelt. In the afternoon we 
scrambled down a steep rocky path to the 
shore between Isola Bella and Capo di San 
Andrea where we got into a rowboat, and 
were taken to a wonderful grotto. The light 
danced on the green sides, and the corals 
seen when the waves went down were start- 
lihgly red. A. went back, and we three 
took a short walk along the beach on the 
Capo San Alessio. Coming up, the path 
was very steep and fatiguing. The sea is a 
perfect ideal blue mingled near the shore with 
foam and green. Taormina is exquisite. 

Taormina, Tuesday, February 14th. 
Yesterday morning. Mamma and I got 
up at half-past six to see the sun rise opposite 
Mt. Etna. The sunrise was very lovely, 
and, as it was fading, a soft rosy hue settled 
on the grand volcano, and gradually flushed 
it with a beautiful color; as it deepened 
it cast blue shadows on the snow, until, 
when the sun rose its glory departed. 

Thursday, February 16th. 
We finished packing and breakfast early. 
I sat out-doors and read "A little Pilgrim" 
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14 ELEANOR BOIES TILESTON [1899 

— quite a new idea to me. Wondered at 
the sea and lovely stretch of Capo Alessio. 

[They sailed from Messina to Naples, and then went 
to Capri for several days, then to Sorrento, and took 
the beautiful shore drive to Amalfi and La Cava, and 
went to Paestum ; then, by way of Nice, Avignon, Lyons, 
and Bourges to Tours, where they stayed six weeks.] 

Amalfi, Sunday, February 26th. 

Bellissima Giomo ! 

We drove in a landau with three horses 
to Amalfi. The road went along the pre- 
cipitous coast of the Gulf of Salerno, and 
the scenery and views were unequalable. 
The rocks descended abruptly to the sea, 
and rose high above. It was a morning to 
be remembered as long as I live. 

To M. W. T. Jr. 
Pension Chiusarelli, Siena, March 8th. 

This morning we went to the Academy. 
There are some imusually good Sodomas 
there, especially one of the scourging of 
Christ. The expression is unspeakably good, 

— if you like it. 

My first Gothic Cathedral was the one 
at Orvieto. It is very gorgeous, with four 
large bronze statues of the symbols of the 
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four Evangelists, and inside fine frescoes by 
Signorelli. The idea of the Last Judgement 
as he portrays it is very unusual. The skele- 
tons of the dead are rising from their graves, 
and receiving life. He, (Signorelli), is a 
great painter in the real sense of the word, 
having the power to put character in faces. 

For my part, I should Uke nothing better 
than being a missionary. This year I am 
aiming at two things, chiefly to control my 
temper and be generous. I hope to be quite 
changed when you see me next. 

This afternoon, I went with Mamma and 
Edith to the house of St. Catherine of Siena. 
It was very interesting, we saw the stones 
on which her head rested, her lamp, part 
of the sackcloth that she wore, and other 
of her relics. At San Domenico, there is a 
beautiful Sodoma, ''St. Catherine receiving 
the stigmata." The expressions are very 
fine. I think that his Christ's faces are 
next best to Leonardo da Vinci's. 

Journal. Avignon, Friday, March 17th. 
In the afternoon, we went to Lisle-sur- 
Sorgne, by train. On getting out, we were 
surrounded by a crowd of demons, in the 
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form of cab-drivers. We took a carriage, 
and presently the two brakes passed at a 
hard gallop, lashing the horses, and yelling 
like the fiends they were. We went to 
Vaucluse and saw the Ravine. It was 
perfectly stunning, with cliffs rising sheer 
up hundreds of feet, the still, calm pool 
from which the Sorgne takes its source, 
and then falling white with foam on the 
rocks. We drank some of the water that 
Petrarch praises, and it was very delicious. 

Tours, Monday, March 20th. 
We went to the Ch\u*ch of St. Pierre in 
Bourges, and then the Cathedral. When 
I went in, all I could do was to say, "Oh !" 
It was very impressive, with the organ 
swelling out, and filling the air. 

To M. W. T. Jr. Tours, April 18th. 
Last Sunday, I began to learn the fourth 
chapter of St. John's first epistle, and re- 
viewed ''Though I speak with the tongues 
of men and of angels." Quentin Durward 
is more interesting after seeing what is left 
of Plessis-les-Tours, and the Cher river. 
My journal flourishes. Post-cards number 
about 125, large photographs fifty, and so on. 
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Journal. Tours, Wednesday, April 19th. 
Margaret, Edith, and I took the early- 
train to Loches. We saw in the chateau 
the lovely tomb of Agnes Sorel, ''La Belle 
des Belles,'' with her hands folded, a very- 
sweet expression, two lambs, in reference 
to her name, at her feet, and two pretty 
angels at her head. Our next move was 
the exquisite oratory of Anne de Bretagne, 
where the ermine is everywhere, twisting 
in and out is her cord. It is a most charm- 
ing delightful bit, — in spite of whitewash. 
The coUegial church is one of the most 
fascinating things, (in its way), that I ever 
saw, with a sculptured door containing rows 
of little sculptured figures, and a font, (once 
a pagan altar), embellished with fighting 
warriors. Then we went to the dungeons, 
made in the reign of Louis XI, but not 
nearly as dreadful as I had expected. One 
of the three was that in which Ludovic 
Sforza was confined for ten years, and he 
has decorated it with his portrait, fan- 
tastic stars, etc., and inscriptions, one of 
which, ''One who is not content," (celui 
qui n'est pas contan) struck me as being 
extremely sad. Small wonder though. I'm 
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sure I should have been sad if I had been 
he. Two lower prisons we saw also, one 
where the prisoners made holes in the wall 
to raise themselves up to the light ; another, 
very small, with no light, where there was 
an oubliette. When they wanted to get 
rid of the unfortunate, they said "You 
are free," gave him a little push, and there 
he was ! Awfully mean ! We saw the room 
where the cage of Cardinal Balue hung, a 
large, spacious room, for a wonder, and the 
cage, and huge heavy iron collar of Philip de 
Comines, the historian. 

Thursday, April 27th. 
Fine, hot. Mamma, Edith, and I went 
to Chenonceaux. We went over the chateau 
with some Americans of a typical sort, the 
kind that makes me despise my country- 
women. It impressed me much more than 
it did the first time, although the upper 
gallery is as bad as ever. We came back 
at 1.15, eating lunch on the train. Edith 
and I hired bicycles, and rode to Luynes, 
but just didn't get to the chateau. The 
landscape is lovely; the rushing river, 
with the tall straight poplars in all the beauty 
of their young green made an ideal scene. 
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Sunday, April 30th. 
We packed. The train left Tours at 
11.03, reaching Blois at 12.41. The first 
thing that we did, after going to the Hotel 
de France, was to walk over to the chateau. 
The fagade (exterior) of Francis 1st is beau- 
tiful with its deep set windows, but very 
much restored, as is the entrance wall built 
by Louis XII, where the comers of the 
windows are very grotesque. The court 
almost takes one's breath away, in spite 
of the ugly part of Gaston d'Orleans. Fran- 
cis's fagade is a dream of witchery, the very 
windows are lovely, and the carving on the 
famous staircase is perfectly exquisite. We 
waited about twenty minutes, and then 
were shown over the castle. Restoration 
has done its fearful work so carefully and 
systematically that almost the only old 
things are the dismal tower of the Oubliette 
where Cardinal [the Duke of] Guise was 
murdered, and Catherine de Medici's library, 
where she practised the art of poisoning, 
probably. All the rooms connected with 
the murder are pointed out and explained, 
from the place where they struck him, and 
the place where Henry III peeped, to the 
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room in which he died. There are fine fire- 
places and rooms of every description, but 
nothing, to my mind, competes with a f imny 
statue of a lizard, holding one hand on his 
stomach, and the other raised in expulation. 

Paris, 4 rue Marbeuf , Tuesday, May 2nd. 
Mamma and I went to the Louvre. We 
saw the Diana Belvedere, and the Venus 
of Milo. Beautiful, beautiful, beautiful! 
I admired it till I was ready to stand on 
my head. We went to the Salon Carr6. 
I like Mona Lisa, a holy Family by da Vinci, 
the portrait of the Infanta Margherita by 
Velasquez, Charles I by Vandyke, and 
others. I went again to the Louvre after 
lunch, and saw the Nik6. To see is to admire. 

Sunday, May 14th. 
I went to the Russian Church with 
Mamma, Edith, and Margaret. The music 
is superb, the best I ever heard, and the 
most heavenly. 

Tuesday, May 16th. 
All of us but Amelia took the train for 
Chartres at 12 o'clock, from the Gare Mont- 
Parnasse. The cathedral has a wonderful 
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effect when you look up at the tall spires 
from the little square; it seems to be soar- 
ing up into the blue sky. One of the spires 
is extremely beautiful, the other very plain. 
The doors are richly ornamented, but not 
as j&ne as Bourges. Nor is it as stunning 
inside as that exquisite dream of the past, 
although the carving back of the choir is (to 
quote some one) "like point lace in stone!'' 

Paris, Friday, May 19th. 
E. and I went up to the top of the Eiflfel 
tower, (four francs each). The view is too 
wonderful for words. We saw (or imagined) 
Chartres on the horizon, and laughed to think 
that we had gone up Notre Dame for the view I 
The Place de la Concorde was like a plate 
with flies crawling over it. How the Seine 
does wind ! 

Ghent, Friday, May 26th. 

Cloudy; colder than my feet at night. We 
went to the cathedral, and saw the famous 
Van Eyck, ''The Adoration of the Lamb." I 
don't care much for it. 

Bruges, Saturday, May 27th. 
We left at 3.55, and reached Bruges at 
4.58. We went to the cathedral. The 
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sacristan is very nice; he opened the case 
in the Museum, and let us handle the things. 
There is a simple Bishop's crook of the 
sixth centiuy, a beautiful rosary that once 
belonged to Maria Theresa, and an interest- 
ing slab from the tomb of Gunhilda, the 
sister of King Harold (1066), of England, 
which relates how she was " gay and modest 
in her demeanour,'' and evidently very sweet 
and good. 

Antwerp, Thursday, June Ist. 
We went to the Pictiu^ Gallery in the 
afternoon. It is brinmiing over with Rubens. 
Ugh! 

To M. W. T. Jr. Antwerp, June 2nd. 

I went to the Zoological garden here. 
There are two hippopotami, and I snapped 
one, intending to call it ''Young girl return- 
ing from her bath," but unfortunately, the 
kodak didn't work. It is hot, hot, hot. 

Don't you wish you knew what I have for 
you! The chimes here are not nearly as 
pretty as the Ghentish ones. 

''Give unto Thy servants that peace which 
the world cannot give, that our hearts may 
be set to obey Thy commandments." 
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Journal. The Hague, Saturday, June 3rd. 

Went to the Museum in the morning. 
How sick I am of them! It is full of fine 
things that I can't help admiring; Rem- 
brandt's ''School of Anatomy," "Simeon 
in the Temple," portraits, Paul Potter's 
"Bull," and portraits by Holbein, Rubens, 
and etc. 

Monday, June 12th. 

Harwich — London, — Salisbury — Stone-- 
henge — England. 

We had a wonderfully smooth passage 
[from Rotterdam], but, as it was very 
foggy, the horn made a good deal of noise. 
We got in to Harwich at 7.20 a.m. The 
cornfields and roadsides are gay with brilliant 
scarlet poppies. At SaUsbury we went to 
the "Red Lion" Hotel, and had an English 
cold lunch. After it, we drove to Stone- 
henge, that mystical double ring of great 
upright stones. Coining back, we saw two 
plover, heard and saw larks, and two little 
brown quails. The cathedral is most beau- 
tifully situated in a green grass lawn, the 
peace and quiet is a great contrast from 
the French. Inside also it is lovely, but 
has the old fault, it is too light. 
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Tuesday, June 13th. 
We went early and saw the church and 
cloisters. The latter are the most beautiful 
that I have ever seen, so inexpressibly lovely 
and peaceful. The chapter house is very 
interesting and so is the pretty Bishop's 
Palace. E. and I went to a fascinating 
little church at Bemerton, where George 
Herbert preached. It is all covered with 
ivy, such a pretty picture. We came on 
to Sidmouth in the afternoon, and are com- 
fortably established at the Royal York. 

Sidmouth, Wednesday, June 14th. 
We went over to the Brownings' at the 
"Royal Glen.'' Afternoon, Margaret, Mr. 
B. and I walked along the beach to the 
natural arch, beyond the High peak. The 
cliflfs are superbly high and sheer, they re- 
mind me of Capri, but are red, tradition 
says dyed by Danish blood. 

Sidmouth, Thursday, June 15th. 

After lunch, Gretel, Amelia, Mr. and Mrs. 

Browning and myself went to the arch 

again, but this time we followed a footpath 

that led along the edge of the cliff, and in 
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places is dangerous, because of the crumbling 
stones. It is superb, you look down upon 
the blue blue sea and red sands, and between 
are only rough, precipitous cliffs where shy 
wild rabbits scamper to and fro, and below 
the sea-gulls wheel and scream and dip in 
the water. It is magnificent. 

Chepstow — Tintem Abbey, Wednesday, June 28th. 
We saw the castle. It is lovely, especially 
a great (Early English, I think) arched 
window, with a white-flowered plant in it, 
and the blue sky, and deUcate summer 
clouds drifting across. All of us but Mamma, 
whom we put on the train, walked to Tintem 
Abbey, via the Wyndcliflf. The view from 
the latter is very fine. We reached Tintem 
at 1.25, and had lunch at the hotel. Warn- 
ing : don't go there. The abbey is fascinat- 
ing. A great deal of the church is standing, 
but the roof and part erf one wall are gone. 
The monastic portions, with the kitchen, 
etc., are not so interesting. The others 
left at about 2.30, leaving Margaret and 
me to enjoy ourselves ; which we did. The 
view from the top, (to reach it you ascend 
a winding stair,) is very pretty. I sat some 
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time at a little window covered with ivy on 
one side, and wrote, — here are extracts 
with alterations. 

'A picture. I sit in a small window, a 
picturesque ruin behind me, covered with 
ivy and trees, where (between the showers) 
bright scarlet poppies lift their happy heads. 
In front is an old abbey, roofless and falling 
to decay, lovely in its old age. Every where 
are flowers, flowers and rooks, clinging to 
the roof, in the broken arches, in the win- 
dows. The turf is soft beneath your feet, 
and carved bosses of fragments of tombs and 
decorations are scattered in the nave and 
transepts of a (once) mighty church.' — 
'A picture frames itself in a delicate broken 
window : two horses are grazing quietly, 
then one gallops oflf flinging up his heels 
in such a wild joyous manner, a black cow 
rubs herself against the fence, in the back- 
ground are great trees, the sky is blue and 
soft. Above, four rooks are perched on a 
crumbling remnant, and others stir the air 
with their caws.' 

Friday, June 30th. 

We left Gloucester and are now in London, 
the largest and most unpleasant city in the. 



^ 
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world in my opinion. After lunch Mamma 
and I went to the Grecian sculptures at the 
British Museiun. The Elgin marbles are 
splendid; but not as good as the Venus of 
MUo. 

London, Tuesday, the Fourth of July ! 

London weather, lunbrellas necessary. 
Mamma and I went to Westminster Abbey. 
It reminds me of Bourges, in other words 
is very beautiful. In the cloisters (which 
are very quiet and pretty) is a slab on the 
wall to the memory of "Jane Lister. Dear 
childe.'' It is very pathetic somehow, (16-). 
The moniunents are endless; we only took 
a peep at the Poets' Comer. There is a 
quaint chapter-house, with a funny paint- 
ing around the wall, and the chapel of 
Henry VII is exquisite. The fan tracery 
is superb, and such dear old misereres. 

Thursday, July 6th. 
Mammy and I went to St. Paul's cathedral. 
It is disappointing inside, though the dim 
dome is very impressive and grand. 

Saturday, July 8th. 
Mary arrived at 1.20 having had an easy 
passage on the Lusitania. 
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Oxford, Sunday, July 16th. 
We went to the cathedral in the morning, 
and sat in the meadows. Mammy, Mary 
and I went to Magdalene. The chapel 
was so full that our seats were very bad. 
But the music! Ah! that more than made 
up for everything : it was an anthem from 
Mendelssohn's "Elijah/' and was perfectly 
heavenly, (which most anthems aren't). 

Monday, July 17th. 
We went to Pembroke College, opposite 
Great Tom. There are two quads, both 
charming, both covered with ivy. And 
there was a huge black Angora cat that 
courted our affection with the utmost per- 
cistancy. I can see him now running after 
us with his great tail spread Uke a banner. 
We left Oxford after lunch, and came on 
to Warwick; Hill House (5 shillings toutes 
compris), on the edge of a large field where 
cows and horses graze, and there is a tree 
like a Hobbema. 

Criccieth, Wales, Monday, July 24th. 
Our present abode is in lodgings, facing 
the sea, and near a large sloping hill topped 
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by the ruins of a thirteenth century castle. 
At first, we thought Criccieth moat un- 
attractive, but like it better now. 

Wednesday, August 2nd. 
In the afternoon, Edith and I walked to 
the pretty bridge of Rhydybenllig, across 
the fields. A flock of silly sheep were driven 
past by an intelligent collie. If they showed 
signs of dispersing, he would rush at them 
and bite their haunches, then wink knowingly 
at us. Once he chased one that ran away 
until she was so scared that she tiuned and 
fled back. At last they went off with their 
tails bobbing furiously. 

Saturday, August 5th. 
On our walk we saw a little girl playing 
with the household pet, — the pig. When 
he ran, she held on to his ear and tried to 
hold him back. 

Keswick to Durham. Ripon, Friday, August 25th. 
We left Keswick in the morning. Fare- 
well to the English Lakes. After changing 
a few times, we arrived at Durham at 2.15. 
After a very trjdng struggle to get a decent 
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lunch, I gave it up, and went to the Cathedral. 
Oh my ears and whiskers! If it's not fine 
I'd like to know what is. The style of 
architecture is Norman, and the simplicity 
and tremendous grandeur of it are imsiu*- 
passed anywhere in England. We went on 
after 6 to Ripon, reaching there at 8.32. 
Edith and I hustled to the town as fast as 
we could (there was no bus till 9), and flew 
down to the Mayor's house. Soon a man 
clad in buff with a tricolor hat came ; and 
blew three blasts, at nine o'clock. It was 
a huge horn, with a mellow, pleasing note. 
Then he went to the Market-place and 
blew. Baedeker says that it has been done 
since time immemorial. 

Lincoln, Sunday, August 27th. 
In the morning. Mamma and I went to 
the Cathedral, studied the west facade, 
and went in to service. The angel choir is 
very elaborately carved, and very rich and 
beautiful. The ''Bishop's Eye" is one of 
the loveUest rose windows I ever saw. The 
doors leading into the choir are exquisitely 
done, with birds, foliage, & etc. of the 
typicall Early EngUsh. 
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Lincoln, Monday, August 28th. 
Mamma and I went over the choir, Lady 
Chapel, and Chapter-house in the morning. 
The last is very fine, and the cloisters are 
interesting. I am studjdng architecture, and 
know more than I did at first. 

Peterboro', My, Tuesday, Aug. 29th. 
We arrived at Peterboro' at 1.45, and 
went straight to the cathedral. The west 
front is fine, and entirely different from 
anything else we have seen. Inside, (it 
is Norman), the nave is too high for the 
width, and it is rather bare and cold, but I 
Hked it. The triforiimi is unusually large, 
and most of its transepts have been built 
over on account of their insecurity. We 
went on to Ely. It is the place in England, 
(for the church), that I always wanted to 
see, and I am not disappointed. 

London, Saturday, September 9th. 
Dreyfus has been condemned ! It is awful ; 
all the evidence, (I don't count the Generals 
coming up and swearing that they believe him 
guilty on their soul and honour)] has proved 
that he is innocent. But they're French ! 
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London, Sunday, September 10th. 
In the afternoon, we all went to St. PauFs. 
The Rev. H. Scott Holland preached; the 
Cathedral was very full. He spoke strongly 
about Dreyfus. (All over the world there 
is the greatest indignation prevails). 

London. S, S. Mafguette^ down the Thames. 

Thursday, September 14th. 

After lunch (our last meal abroad) we 
drove to the Liverpool St. station (''Nestl^'s 
Milk'' at the driver's feet, "Hudson's Soap" 
at both sides, ''Sunlight Soap" going up 
the steps, and "Pear's" on the backs of 
the seats, is a common arrangement on a 
London bus). Reached the Royal Albert 
Docks at about 3.45, and we went straight to 
the S. S. Marquette. We started down the 
Thames at 4.30. Au revoir London, Europe, 
Great Britain ! Farewell St. Paul's. 

Homeward bound ! 

Monday, September 18th. 
We passed a school of dolphins leaping 
through the water. It must be terrible to 
have to pass one's life that way, (in a school, 
I mean). 



Digitized by 



Google 



1899] ELEANOR BOIES TILESTON 88 
America New York HOME 

Monday, September 25th. 

The examination of luggage is a farce. 
A man comes on board, and, after asking if 
you have over a hundred dollars' worth of 
articles, if you have any presents, com- 
missions, Ac, you sign a paper. On the 
dock, the man that opens the trunks asks a 
few questions, (to which you say ''No'')? 
and there you are. 

My feelings were joy when we landed, but 
what a store-house of memories I have. 
All the beautiful things pass in an endless 
procession, Gib, Florence, Naples, Sicily, 
Pisa, Bourges, Touraine, Paris, Belgimn, 
Holland, England ! 

Reached Milton at eleven. Saw the dear 
cats ; east or west hame is best ! 

Finis. 

To H. B. H. Milton, October 12th. 
Margaret has been reading me some things 
I said in '90. The funniest is this. Some 
one said, "Time flies." "Den kill 'em." 
Once, when I was taken to see some ladies, 
I was asked if the pear that was given me was 
good. "It might be better, miLch better." 



Digitized by 



Google 



h 



1900 

ToM. W. T. Jr. Cataumet, August 12th. 
Dearest Mary, 

I've spent so long on the texts which I 
enclose, which you're to open and read 
every night, as written on the outside, and I 
shall think of you in your berth, turning on 
the electricity, as the steamer rolls or pitches. 

Do go to the Tate gallery when you are 
in London, and look at the beautiful bronze 
statue of an athlete, (I think he's an athlete). 

There's no need of my giving you my love 
— you have that already. 

Texts. y 

Wednesday, 12th. In God I trust. 

Thiu^day, 13th. The fruit of righteous- 
ness is sown in peace. 

Friday, 14th. Who hath measured the 
waters in the hollow of His hand ? 

Saturday, 15th. He giveth power to the 
faint. 

Sunday, 16th. I will trust, and not be 
afraid. 

34 
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Monday, 17th. When I awake I am still 
with Thee. 

Tuesday, 18th. The grass withereth, the 
flower fadeth, but the word of our God shall 
stand forever. 

Wednesday, 19th. We are Thine. 

Thursday, 20th. There is therefore no 
condemnation [to them which are in Christ 
Jesus. 

Friday, 21st. They that wait upon the 
Lord shall renew their strength. 

Saturday, 22nd. Love never faileth. 

Sunday, 23rd. We know that all things 
work together for good to them that love 
God. 



Digitized by 



Google 



1001 
To M. W. T. Jr. Boston, Tuesday, Jan. 14th. 
Beloved Schwester, 

I have just read "Lady Baby," (which, 
by the way, is charming, have you read it?) 
and learned one of Shakespeare's sonnets. 
The worst of it is that I am not sure that 
Shakespeare wds Shakespeare. Perhaps he 
was Bacon. I dreamt about Cataumet for 
the twentieth time night before last. 

To M. W. T. Jr. Boston, March 24th. 
Very dear Mary, 

I haven't written to you for an age, but 
I Ve had a cold for a month, and this week, 
or rather last, for to-day's Sunday, I've 
been in bed with the grippe, otherwise, a 
headache. It makes me feel rather happy 
to think that I have missed four exams by 
not going to school this week. And I haven't 
done any studying for ever so long. 

Just think, in less than two morUhs the 
family will be at Cataumet, SkratteP and 

^ The beloved yellow and white cat. 
86 
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all, and I shall follow by the twenty-ninth 
of May, I guesse, (do you remember how 
Chaucer says "I guesse"?) and how nice 
that will be! And the dear Mr. S. loves 
it so. I can see him playing on the awning 
down on the beach, or soberly watching us 
push off in the canoe, by moonlight. 

I give you this for a verse, ''The joy of 
the Lord is your strength.'' Last night I 
thought five things about it. 

1. That it is the joy of the Lord. 

2. That it is the joy of the Lord, not of 
your work, or your books. 

3. That it is your strength. 

4. That it is your strength 

and, fifth, that it is your strength. And there 
are only eight words in all. 
There is nothing to say, so^ good-by sweet. 
Your very loving 
Eleanor Boies. 

To M. W. T. Jr. Train to Oataumet, June 4th. 
Dearest Schwester, 

At last we are really off, though I can 
hardly reaUze it, and leaving that hole of a 
city behind. The air blowing in at the 
window is like a breath from heaven, and 
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how deliciously the pmes smell! Here we 
are at Middleboro I 

" The waves beside them danced, 
But they outdid the sparkling waves in glee." 

Wednesday. Here we are at Cataumet, 
as happy as larks. Mamma and I came 
down with the rest of the household at 7.38, 
and Edith and Mr. Skrattel followed on the 
one o'clock. We worked like beavers, and 
when Bobbie * arrived, the house was in 
excellent order. I can hardly realize that 
I am down here. It is so still, even with 
the sound of the waves, and so lovely. 
Blue sea instead of red brick houses, Lawrence 
Island to take the place of the backyards, and 
Skrattel thrown in extra ! He is very happy, 
of coiu^e, but rather timid of the men who 
are working on the Lanes' house. 

To H. B. H. Cataumet, June 6th. 
We are down here at last, safely out of 
Boston, which may be an excellent place of 
its kind, but I confess I prefer Cataumet. 
There is a strong sou'wester blowing, so 
that we can't go paddling or sailing, which 
^ A pet name for her sister Edith. 
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is rather stupid, but it's enough to be alive 
down here. 

Just think, in three days I shall be fifteen ! 
Isn't it dreadful ! 

To R. E. T. Cataumet, June 13th. 
Most amiable Brother, 

I am impelled to write because of my 
pride and joy. I — but wait a bit. This 
morning E. woke me at six, and dragged 
me out of bed. I was both sleepy and 
cross, but have happily recovered. We 
took our breakfast with us, and went out 
bluefishing in the Molly. Before the lines 
had been out five minutes, E. caught a fish. 
He swallowed the hooks, coughed up a 
small fish that he had had for petit dejeimer, 
and made himself very impleasant. Later, 
at 9.25, (mark the time !) / hooked my first 
fish, and landed him too. They were both 
about the same size, (somewhere near 4 or 
4^ pounds), and very pretty. It was most 
exciting, hauling the critter in, and E. was 
almost as wild as I was. 
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[Written on a scrap of paper] "for 1902." 

Suggested 

look at this at the end of the year, and see 
how well you have lived up to it. 

E. B. T. 

To get the best out of life 

Work for others, not yourself 

Be faithful, steady, quiet and modest 

Do the best you can in everything you 
attempt 

Be patient with others and with yoiu^elf 

Skip the blues 

Depend on yourself, and not on your 
friends 

Be neat 

Be charitable in judging 

Don't think much about yourself and your 
affairs 

Don't worry about the future, it'll all come 
out well 

Don't worry about people getting their 
deserts — they will 

40 
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Don't shirk 
Don't be fretful. 

PRIVATE DIARY 

Boston, Monday, January 27th. 

It's awful, having a reputation to live up 
to, I mean at school. When I get A in a 
Latin exam. Miss Cook says that she sees 
what I can do, and she expects excellent 
work from me. That's all very well, but an 
awful bore. 

Tuesday, January 28th. 

Felt blue about lunch-time, but have 
recovered, and I have decided that since 
we can't all be attractive and popular, we 
might as well not think about it at all. 

Thursday, August 14th, Cataumet. 

If I can't be attractive and nice like 
Hortense, why can't I do things well? I 
thought nature always gave something to 
make up, but I seem to be a mistake. 

Friday. I slept out last night. There 
was a strong south-west wind, and quite a 
moon, and, although there were not many 
stars to look at, the sea was dark and mys- 
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terious and comforting, and the wind on 
my face made me feel great. I evolved this 
idea after looking out over the water — 

"Out of the imknown, over the sea, on 
the wings of the wind, shall come peace 
and rest for the troubled mind/' 

Monday, September 15th. 

I had the buUiest sail yesterday on the 
Molly. We went down beyond Bird Island, 
with two reefs in. I sat cuddled up in the 
bow, very comfy, leaning against the head- 
stay, where most of the spray went by me. 
We went rushing along. I was right over the 
water, so near that when big puffs came, the 
spray dashed right imder me to leeward, and 
I was almost in the water. I had to put a 
rubber coat round me, and then I kept quite 
dry. The wind and the spray on my face felt 
simply great. 

Wednesday, September 17th. 

IVe been sitting at my window, with the 
screen up. Everything is bathed in moon- 
light ; Lawrence Island, the marsh, and the 
sea are fascinating in different ways. And 
I have made up my mind that life is too short 
to worry. I wiD do the best I can, do all I 
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can for other people, and not think about 
myself. 

Sunday, September 26th. 
Friday I had a good sail, sitting up in the 
bow of the Molly. It was gray and cloudy, 
and blowing quite hard. I had a good think, 
and decided to try to be nice to every one, 
and not get blue. 

Tuesday, October 7th. 
The "last day of summer. I had the 
bulliest sail in the Tern that I have had this 
summer. I had two reefs in, and went out 
to the light, tacked across to Scraggy, 
and home. It was blowing pretty hard 
southwest, and there was a big sea on. I 
steered, lying on the stem, right in with 
the waves, and we pitched and rolled, and 
rose to the top of a huge wave and then 
slid down into the depths. I got soaked. 
It was rather exciting; it didn't occur to 
me to be scared imtil, when we were running, 
the boom dipped, and then I was a little 
scared for a few seconds. I don't know 
when I've enjoyed a sail so absolutely — 
I put all care and worry behind me, and 
was happy. ''Good-bye, summer." 
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Thursday, January 15th, Boston. 

I am going to try to be some use in the 
world, I wonder if I could amuse the 
children at the Hospital, or find time tp take 
dogs from the Animal Rescue League to 
walk. I think I'll try. I can't write my 
ideas but I have some — and one of them is 
that you ought not to think about yourself. 
I don't live up to that. 

Sunday, February 8th. 

I'm hunting for something — morally. I 
may find it in poetry, or in myself, but I 
don't know quite what it is. I feel as if I 
were finding my soul, waking up suddenly. 
I'm doing a good deal of tall thinking. 
Where it'll lead I don't know, but I'm 
following. 

Bevins is dead — it seems as if every one was 
dying. What will Cataimiet be without Ike ? 

Saturday, April 18th. 
I have been down at Eastham with the 
Jaques' from Monday to Thursday. It 

44 
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was perfectly bully, though the weather 
was cold and disagreeable. One morning, 
after picking mayflowers, we went over to 
the dunes. The sea was gray, from silvery 
gray on the right, where the sim half shone 
on it, to almost black on the left ; the sky 
was gray, the long stretch of sand was de- 
serted, and the only sign of life was a schooner 
fishing way out, rocking on the swell. It 
was delicious. Wednesday late I walked 
round Salt Pond alone. There was a tre- 
mendous northeaster, the pond was covered 
with catspaws and whitecaps, and the roar 
of the sea, two miles away, sounded above 
everything. The wind simply swept you 
over the hills, and made your cheeks bum. 
It is good to go to bed and hear nothing 
but the wind and the waves. 

ToH-B.H. May 10th. 
Thank heaven the warm weather and the 
open cars have come, and the east wind has 
gone. I'm getting awfidly strenuous lately. 
Yesterday I rode horseback, umpired half 
of a basket-ball game, went to a lunch, to 
Milton, Chestnut Hill, and out to dinner, 
taking seventeen electrics in all ! 
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To H. B. H. May 25th, Boston. 
I'm in an awful rush, doing errands, 
packing, and making a costume for the play 
at Last Day, Thursday. Don't you wish 
you could see me as Mars ? 

Diary. Boston, May 26th. 
IVe been so busy these last few weeks 
that I haven't had time to realize how soon 
I shall be at Cataumet. In two days — and 
it was only yesterday that I came away. 
It makes me perfectly crazy with joy. 

Wednesday, June third. 
Here I am at Cataumet again, back to the 
only place in the world. Just now, I'm 
lying out on the bluflf in the shadow of the 
little cedar tree. The wind is west, and 
very warm, — indeed, the only place in 
the world is a bit hot this afternoon. The 
sea is pale blue (I've moved to the edge of 
the bluflf where I get the wind better), 
deepening to the east, and westward toward 
the Sim becoming a sheet of glittering silver 
and blue, quite different from last night's 
moonlight. The tide is high, the waves 
break noisily on the shore. How sweet the 
air is — and I was in town a week ago. 
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There's a hazy look out to sea that means 
heat somewhere. I don't much care where. 
It's so nice to lie flat on the grass in the sun 
and just be happy. I'm afraid something 
will happen ; I can't always be as happy as 
this, but how I do love this place ! 

To H. B. H. Cataumet, Thursday, June 5th. 

The Last Day of school went off all right, 
including our charade. After appearing as 
Mars in bathing suit, etc., my shield got 
broken, but that didn't matter, — a swift 
transformation scene took place, and I 
gave out the diplomas in white, with cap 
and gown. The whole thing was an awful 
scramble, indeed, I have seldom hiuried 
harder than that day, from quarter past 
six when I got up to half-past one when I 
got on the train just before it started. My 
food from mom to dewy eve consisted of 
ice-cream, sherbet and macaroons. 

We've been having the most perfect 
weather since we came down, nothing but 
warm sunshine to bask in. I occupy my 
time very happily reading, sailing, eating, 
sleeping, and last but not least, doing noth- 
ing. (I excel at that.) 
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Diary. Saturday, June 6th. 
Yesterday I came home alone, after Amit 
Meggie's fmieral. Maimna and Edith come 
down to-day. It was perfectly beautiful 
from Edith's unscreened window last night. 
The moon barely shone through the smoke 
and mist, only casting a touch of silver on 
the pale gray sea, which stretched out into 
the dim distance imtil it met the gray sky, 
and where they met I could hardly tell. 
Nye's Point was mist-blurred, shadowy, 
dark, stretching out between sky and sea 
imtil it melted into nothingness and became 
a part of both. The waves breaking on 
Scraggy, the wind, the cricket singing below 
me, and the melancholy boom of a foghorn 
far off down the bay made it all seem very 
unreal and distant, but it sank into me 
imtU I forgot myself in the gray sea shim- 
mering out to meet the sky, and could 
hardly tear myself away. It's no use trying 
to describe it, but it made quite an impression 
on me. It doesn't sound like much, sea, sky, 
a point of land, a foghorn, soimd of wind and 
waves, and a cricket, but it was so restful and 
soothing after being in town, without a single 
discord to spoil the harmony. 
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Saturday, June 20th. 
I had a fine sail on the Tern to-day, the 
wind was south-east, and coming back the 
puffs were uncommonly strong, but I enjoyed 
it immensely. It does give you such a sense 
of freedom to be out in the open, so to speak. 
I was rather blue and discouraged last night, 
which was foolish, but I couldn't seem to 
help it. It 18 discouraging to get more 
incapable and lazy and selfish and hideous 
every day. I found consolation in Marcus 
Antoninus! He really says awfully good 
things — ''A man must stand erect, not 
be kept erect by others," "If it is not right, 
do not do it ; if it is not true, do not say it,'' 
"Accustom thyself to attend carefully to 
what is said by another," "The things 
which are much valued in life are empty 
and rotten and trifling, and Hke Httle dogs 
biting one another, and Httle children quar- 
relling, laughing, and then straightway weep- 
ing." I should like to "adorn myself with 
simplicity and modesty," and cultivate rest- 
fulness. They are things I lack. I want to 
try to get out of my stupid old self and find 
"that peace which the world cannot give." 
I wish myself luck. 
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Thursday, July 2nd. 
It is a glorious moonlight night. I sailed 
for a while alone, and then sat on the bluff, 
leaning against the little tree, and had a 
pitched battle with the discouraged blues, 
and beat them fairly soon. They come 
rather often now, and I have to work hard, 
but each time I think they aren't quite so 
strong. I will conquer myself in the end, 
and be useful, if I can't be ornamental. 
This journal is getting serious, I certainly 
feel serious now. 

Sunday, August 9th. 
Friday I went sailing by my wild lone, 
from eight to nine. I sailed twice up to 
Redbrook. There was a fresh northwester, 
the moonlight was glorious, and I enjoyed 
it tremendously. The boat went through 
the water so fast, with glorious moonlight 
on one side, and dark water on the other, 
dashing spray and cool fresh wind, all loney, 
oh, I was happy! Then I slept out — in 
spots I slept, that is. At three the 
moonUght was over the water out to sea, 
a wide belt of shimmering brightness, not 
a cloud in the sky. 
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Monday, September 21st. 
Last lught there was the most wonderful 
sunset I ever saw. D. and I came out of 
the woods by the rocks on Scraggy, and 
saw a glorious pmk glow, the settmg sun, 
and dazzling little pink clouds. It changed 
and grew richer and more wonderful, spread- 
ing over more and more of the sky, the sea 
changed from deep blue down the bay, to 
violet and then purple. The land across 
the bay was very dark and wintry, and the 
changing sky grew brighter and brighter. 
It made me want to be good and unselfish, 
and made things look brighter. It seemed 
as if beyond the sunset glow was a better 
happier land to try to reach. I feel as if I 
should carry that simset with me through 
the winter. 

Friday, October 16th. 
I had a splendid sail alone in the Tern 
this morning, beyond Bird Island. I lay 
over the rail, very comfortable, and thought 
out a great many things. It is easier here 
than in Boston for there aren't so many 
things to di^tract one and make one blue, 
but I mean to try: — Not to worry about 
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the future, or regret or sigh for the past. 
To believe that however dark and wrong 
things seem to be, they will come out right 
in the end, — somewhere, and that Hves 
and sunsets are both more beautiful for 
clouds. To accept the inevitable cheer- 
fully, and never be utterly discouraged. 
To be always ready to help, and have a 
kind word and smile for every one. Neither 
to despise nor to judge anybody. To seek 
for peace and happiness, but the happiness 
of conquering myself, not indulging my 
pleasures. And, first and last, to have 
faith in God, and love and charity for every 
one. That's a good big order all right, but 
I think that high ideals never hurt you. 

Sunday, October 25th. 
Edith and I went in bathing on Scraggy 
this afternoon, with one of the most glorious 
sunsets I ever saw. There were a great 
many clouds, and they all turned pink and 
yellow, flooding the whole sky with rich 
warm colors. The sun set behind black 
land, looking very big. The water was icy, 
but made you feel like a queen, and the 
colors lasted a long time. We walked back- 
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wards for a while, and watched it till we 
got cold. Sunsets give me the most peaceful, 
restful feeling. Troubles look very small 
then, and life looks much simpler and better. 
This winter when things bother me I'm 
going to try to take myself back to Scraggy, 
and watch the sunsets again. 

Monday, October 26th. 
My last day here for I don't know how 
long. It is awfully cold, with a tremendous 
wind, just like winter. E. and I paid a 
farewell visit to Scraggy this afternoon, at 
simset. There were great black clouds, 
and a red glow. It was better from the 
piazza ; the wind howled round the house, 
and through the grass and the trees, the 
moon was small but bright, and there was 
a purple ragged-edged cloud in the red sky, 
and the sea was deep blue and rough. I 
shall always have it to look back on, but 
it's horrid to go away and leave it. 

Boston, Wednesday, December 30th. 
A brilliant idea has just occurred to me. 
Life is simple, not complicated, good, not 
bad; splendid, not depressing! My great 
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danger lies in fearing the future, but here's 
a health to the new year, may I bear my 
troubles and share my joys and not be 
afraid for anything that may or may not 
happen ! 
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Diary. Thursday, February 11th. 
I've been in bed with a cold for the last 
two days, and have felt, and feel still, won- 
derfully peaceful. It seems as if outside 
things really didn't matter, and with God 
to fall back on I ought to be happy. It's 
selfish to be blue, and I want not to be 
selfish. I mustn't be blue. But for a better 
reason, what does it matter f It isn't what 
we get, but what we give, that counts, and 
not only what we give, but the spirit in 
which we give it. I feel very sad to think 
that I shan't see dear Cataumet for sixteen 
months, but I can bear even that now, 
with my new peace. It's very strange; I 
hope it will last. Those sunsets last sum- 
mer — I go back to them again and again. 
How wonderful they were, and oh, how I 
wish I were on Scraggy now ! 

Tuesday, March 22nd, 1904. 
My brain rather whirls, but I've decided 
a thing or two. One is that without God 
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there is no true peace or happiness possible, 
and I should make an awful mess of my life 
alone. I'm going to be confirmed to-morrow, 
which ought to be a help. I really feel as 
if I was starting out fresh, and I don't mean 
to give up. I do beheve that everything 
is for the best, and, surely, worrying about 
the future isn't trusting God. 

We sail for Spain on Saturday, but I'm 
resigned to that, and not seeing Cataumet. 

And now again I consecrate myself to 
God and His service, and I'll take for my 
motto — ''Faith, hope, and love, these three, 
but the greatest of these is love." 

Finis. 

Journal. S, S, Republic — Sunday, March 27th. 

Of all vile things, to have a snow-storm 
at sea! (the fiftieth this winter.) It's very 
cold with nothing to be seen but gray sea and 
sky, and driving snow. There was an awful 
crowd yesterday at the boat, seeing people off. 
It was a hustle and jam, with long drawn out 
tearful farewells. 

Friday, April 1st. 

Friday evening we came in to S. Miguel, 
and dropped anchor in front of the town. 
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The moon was just about full, quite high 
and very bright, and the town lay stretched 
out at the foot of the hills, very white and 
still. Clouds came down, and covered the 
tops of the hills so that they looked very 
mysterious, and might have been any height. 
Then there was a black breakwater curving 
round to the left, and vague ships beyond. 
The houses didn't seem to be lighted, but 
the street lamps were dotted all over the 
town. On the right, was a big regular build- 
ing that looked like barracks or government. 
The cathedral tower on the left, Hghted, 
with a clock in it, stood out very tall. After 
long delay, boats came up, one selling fruit, 
with a flaring torch, and, finally, at about 
10.30 we got a boat to go ashore in. You 
had to go down the side of the ship, which 
looked awfully big and black, towering up 
above you, and jump into the httle row- 
boat, that bobbed and bobbed. Five of 
us, with Mr. Russell and several other 
people, went. It was a twenty minutes' 
row to the landing-place; a very pictur- 
esque Venetian affair. You went into an 
irregular-shaped enclosure, with a tall build- 
ing several stories high, with pillars and 
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arches, very white m the moonlight, at one 
end. Then we landed and went up a flight 
of steps, (I stepped on a man's bare foot, 
and apologized profusely — in English), 
through a crowd of men. We wandered 
round the streets, and found them uncom- 
monly clean, and very deserted, — it was 
eleven o'clock. The houses were white 
mostly, with Uttle balconies, very even and 
regular. Then we came out by the front 
of the cathedral, and, just as we got there, 
the great clock struck eleven. In front of 
us was the most gorgeous view of the harbor, 
with several big black steamers. The sea 
was flooded with moonlight, and it was all 
like a beautiful dream. At 11.30 we started 
for the steamer, and drew away from the 
town, which is built right up from the steep 
rocks, with the water directly imdemeath, 
a little Hke Sorrento. After some foolish 
discussion as to price, we were put on board 
in a very jumpy little sea. I never saw 
more beautiful moonlight; it seemed as if 
the whole sea was turned to glittering silver, 
there was hardly a cloud in the sky, and 
everything was bathed in radiance. On the 
other side was S. Miguel, white and still, 



Digitized by 



Google 



1904] ELEANOR BOIES TILESTON 59 

with the cloud-wreathed hills, rows of hghts, 
and fascinating air of mystery lent by the 
moonlight. I think I shall never forget it ; 
it was just like fairyland. I felt as if I 
myself were not real any more than the 
beautiful island. (The name of the town, by 
the way, is Ponta Delgada ; the island is S. 
Miguel.) 

Tuesday, April 5th, Gibraltar. 

We came in to Gib last night at ten, and, 
as there was no moon, we saw very httle 
except the hghts. In the morning, we went 
ashore at eight, walked up to Cook's, left 
Mamma at the Cecil Hotel, and Edith and 
I took a Uttle stroll around Gib while we 
were waiting for the bank and Cook's to 
open. The population is certainly cosmopoU- 
tan, here a Moor, there a Tommy in khaki, 
here a grinning Spaniard, offering lovely 
fleur-de-lys, (his grin changed to a scowl 
if they weren't bought), there a girl with 
her arms full of hens. Finally we got all 
our business done, — it was a slow and 
painful process — and got into a rowboat 
to go to the ''Magnus," the Tangiers boat. 
It blew up hard, and when we got to Tangiers, 
there was quite a Httle sea on. Big row- 
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boats came out, and husky, dark Moors 
came climbing on board, yelling, fighting, 
gesticulating. It was awfully funny, watch- 
ing people get into the boat. They had to 
wait half-way down the gangway for the 
boat to rise on a wave, then they rushed 
down into the arms of a tall Moor, who 
grabbed them and hurled them into the 
boat, amid yells of excitement and shrieks 
of laughter from every one else. The pier 
wis one mass of Moors, but we got oiu* 
baggage, and were taken up to the Villa 
de France hotel. It is beyond the market 
place, high up, with a gorgeous view. 

''As far as the East is from the West" 
doesn't mean very much until you've seen 
both. My word! I never in my wildest 
dreams imagined anything so fascinating 
and utterly different as Tangiers. This 
afternoon — Thursday, April 7th — I'm sit- 
ting up on the roof of the hotel, with the most 
gorgeous view of the moimtains behind (a 
snow-covered range in the dim distance), 
the whole city, white and glaring, spread 
out at our feet against the wonderful blue 
sea, and, across the bay the exquisite moun- 
tains of Spain, veiled in soft blue mist. It 
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is really as beautiful as anything I ever saw, 
and so entirely different from anything I 
have ever seen. Babble and confusion in- 
cessantly rising from the market. Thursday 
was market-day, and the Socco was more 
crowded than ever, every comer was filled, 
and it was all we could do to make our way 
aroimd. You pass such a motley jam, tall 
dignified Moors stalking along in red fez 
and white turban, white robe or brown 
burnous, bare legs and feet, and heel-less 
bright yellow slippers ; water-carriers, with 
the skin slimg over their shoulder, tinkling 
a bell to attract attention, cobblers repair- 
ing apparently hopeless slippers, beggars 
with their eyes gouged out, awfully un- 
pleasant; women with a baby himg over 
their backs in Indian fashion, others nursing 
their babies, a story-teller with a ring of 
people aroimd him in one corner, a fencing 
bout with long wooden sticks in another, a 
snake charmer on the top of the hill, negro 
slaves, would-be guides, Arabs in flowing 
robes moimted on beautiful horses. Don- 
keys are the general carriers; they take 
everything, from faggots to fish. By the 
side of the street, you see women sitting 
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cross-legged, in white, with their faces partly 
covered, selling bread, or with a pathetically 
small heap of baby potatoes, or a large heap 
of charcoal. There are any number of 
children, sprawUng round everywhere, at- 
tractive Uttle brown things with big dark 
eyes. They usually wear a dark brown 
dress with a loose hood, that makes them 
look just like Uttle brownies. 

The native shops are fascinating. They're 
square holes in the wall, with a square open 
window on which the customer leans, while 
the owner sits cross-legged at the back, 
surroimded by all manner of queer things, 
fruit, raisins, odds and ends. 

The old part of the town on the other 
hill is interesting, with uncommonly narrow, 
steep, crooked, filthy streets, whitewashed 
or bluewashed houses, with glimpses of the 
house within through open doors. You 
go up a steep road and through an old gate 
to enter the walled citadel. The harem is 
not much, an open court with several rooms 
opening off it. Five or six women — one girl 
was quite pretty — who surrounded us, jab- 
bered away, told me my hat was big, and 
seemed very well pleased with the little 
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mirrors, (bought at Jordan Marsh's two 
weeks before), and candy that we gave them, 
and were quite willing to have us go. The 
Pasha's palace is a dirty, smelly hole. We 
were shown two high rooms with fine ceilings, 
and men sleeping in the comers, who woke 
up and stared at us. The prison is nothing 
to see except a round hole where you look in 
and see, in a rather dark room, several men 
who offer you baskets. 

Wednesday evening we went with Mr. 
and Mrs. Page to a Caf6 Chantant. We 
went through the market, dark and silent, 
but not deserted, for we saw by the Ught 
of the lantern donkeys standing huddled 
together, asleep, with their loads still on 
their backs, mules and horses, and men 
women and children sleeping on the bare 
groimd, with their cloaks drawn roimd them. 
Passing through the gate into the town, we 
met a woman dressed in red, with white 
held over her head and face, hiurying along 
with a lamp. On the way down to the 
Caf ^, we saw men, — some of them the 
police, resting after their labors of the day, — 
asleep on the doorsteps, and bread-women 
with little lanterns. The Caf^ itself is up 
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a steep narrow flight of stairs. The Moors 
take off their sUppers when they come in, 
and sit cross-legged on the floor, where 
they sip their coffee or tea, and smoke 
cigarettes, by the hour, silent and motion- 
less. We sat against the wall, opposite 
the musicians, who sat on the floor in the 
middle of the room. They kept up an 
awful racket, distinctly unmusical to my 
mind, with singing part of the time, and 
rather outlandish instruments. There was 
one viohn which was played the wrong way 
round. I hate coffee, so I tried tea. It 
was scalding hot, very sweet, and tasted 
strongly of the mint leaves in it, — rather 
nice up to a certain point, and then awful. 
I believe the songs they sing are stories 
from the Koran. It seems a rather odd 
way to spend the evening, go and hear ex- 
tracts from the Koran, in a hot smoky room, 
with such a noise all the time. Coming 
back, we heard cries and hubbub, and then 
met a man yelling and struggling in the 
arms of two others. They were followed 
by six or eight native guards, clattering down 
the hill pell mell, escorting the man to 
prison. Charming informality we thought. 
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Tuesday, April 12th. 

We took the boat to Cadiz, leaving at 
10.50, and getting there at 5. At first it 
was very calm, but when we got out into 
the Straits, it blew up, and the boat, which 
was pretty small, rolled at a great rate. 
The passengers didn't look very happy, 
but it soon calmed down. We lost any 
views that there might have been, it was so 
cloudy, and Cadiz, though the sim came 
out for a while and it looked very white, 
was not so dazzling as we expected. It 
took forever to get ashore, but at 6.30, we 
got to the hotel, the Paris, where we spent 
the night, and went on to Seville the next 
morning at seven. We passed salt marshes 
with pyramids of salt, and near Seville 
delicious-smelling orange groves. 

The best thing in Seville is the cathedral, 
and that is wonderful. You step out of 
the hot glaring simshine into the dark cool 
high church, with the organ pealing, and the 
fragrance of incense in the air, and it makes 
you feel as if you were nothing at all, a 
dwarf, an atom. It's tremendously big, 
bigger than almost any other, except St. 
Peter's, with such a high nave that you 
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almost have to stand on your head to see 
the roof, and great octagonal pillars about 
forty feet round. The nave is very much 
blocked up by the Coro and the Capilla 
Mayor, and part of the south aisle has 
been restored, but in spite of that and the 
cheap side chapels, it is splendid. 

The Giralda adds a good deal, as the 
cathedral has no tower. It is very beau- 
tiful, and the easiest thing to go up I ever 
saw, an easy inclined plane. There's a 
bully view from the top ; you see how tiny 
and crooked the streets are. Seville is very 
hard to find your way round in, we're always 
getting lost ; and as for being spoken to and 
stared at — why, we're quite hardened now. 
As long as they only say, ''Muy bonita," I 
don't mind. 

The Alcazar, the old Moorish palace, is 
very interesting, in spots. The Court of 
the Maidens and the Court of the Dolls 
are both attractive, and the Hall of the 
Ambassadors, all colored and carved, is 
quite stunning. But the best thing about 
the place is the gardens, I think. They 
aren't tremendously large, but the roses 
climbing over the walls, the orange trees 
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and locusts smell deliciously, and there's a 
sweet little Moorish summer-house, to say- 
nothing of Maria de Padilla's bath. We 
went several times to the gardens and had 
a splendid time there Sunday morning, 
basking in the hot sun, hstening to a couple 
of nightingales, and I slept a httle in the 
shade of the orange trees. 

Seville has very few interesting churches 
as far as we saw. For pictures there is 
the Bellas Artes, with a roomful of good 
Murillos. On the whole, I really don't care 
much for Murillo ; his pictures are beautiful 
and charming, the children have lovely 
appeaUng eyes, and the Madonnas are 
quite heavenly, but somehow he doesn't 
appeal to me. 

(I forgot to mention that for the two 
nights before we left Tangier, the guards 
all over the city were doubled, because the 
Rifif (raffs), a savage mountain tribe, came 
down near Tangier, and they were afraid 
of an attack.) 

We left Seville Sunday, April 17th, by 
the Madrid express, at 8.10 p.m. With 
customary Spanish caution, we were taken 
to the station an hour before the train left. 
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I love the care that's taken of you here; 
fifteen minutes before the time a bell rings, 
there is another at ten minutes, and another 
at five. When the fatal moment comes, a 
man goes up and down shouting something 
about getting in, a bell rings at one end, 
then at the other a whistle blows, and you 
are off! Now I'm quite nervous if we 
don't have a full half-hour to spare. I 
shall waste lots of time when I get back to 
America. 

There was a httle new moon when we 
left, and I watched it some time from the 
open corridor window, till it sank. We 
were very comfortable in our berths; the 
three of us had a compartment for four. 
The next morning we reached Castillejo 
at 9.14, and waited about an hour in the 
small station. We ate a few crackers, 
sharing them with a soldier and his family. 
The train to Toledo got there at 11 a.m. 
and we drove up to the Castilla hotel, and 
got rooms. Toledo is the most picturesquely 
situated place ; it's on a steep hill, with the 
river Tagus winding round three sides of it, 
cutting deep gorges in the hills, and isolating 
the town. 
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There are no end of attractive narrow 
streets, and also no end of old Moorish 
gates. There's the Puerta del Sol, the 
Puerta Alcantara, and lots of others, very 
well preserved, and most effective. The 
cathedral is impossible to see from outside, 
it's so hemmed in, and I don't beUeve there's 
much there, anjrway. Inside it's very fine, 
not so high or big as Seville, in fact the 
second pair of aisles is very low, with splen- 
did stained glass, and a nice apsidal aisle. 
The vultures, i.e. guides, are the limit. 
They won't take no for an answer, and make 
themselves very disagreeable. The choir- 
stalls are the best I ever saw, most elabor- 
ately carved, with the siege of Granada on 
big panels, the misereres are deUghtful, 
*' every kind of beast and man," and every 
piece and end carved into something. Ves- 
pers was quite impressive; the cathedral 
was getting darker, the lights in the choir 
showed up red and black figures between 
the marble columns, and the organ, in- 
toning, and inc6nse added to it. Two 
Uttle choir boys in red and white; started 
off for a chapel at the end, and on the way 
they began to disagree. Very soon, it de- 
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veloped into quite a fight, and the two were 
rolling on the pavement in a hand-to-hand con- 
flict. This unseemly struggle went on for a 
little while, and then they got up and went off 
chattering. They made a striking and im- 
usual picture. We laughed uncommonly hard. 

Edith and I wandered round on foot a 
good deal, escorted by a charming dimpled 
small boy, and altogether we enjoyed our 
day and a half greatly. 

Our second day was fine. We left at six p.m. 
for Madrid, where we spent the night at 
the Hotel de Rome, not first-class, but com- 
fortable, with excellent food. 

The next day, Wednesday, April 20th, we 
took the nine o'clock train to Segovia, 
reaching there at twelve. The scenery going 
through the Guadarrama mountains was 
very attractive. There didn't seem to be 
any carriages at the station, so we took a 
bus to the square, and got out there. We 
went first to the cathedral, a splendid Gothic 
affair, high, and fairly free from cheap 
gewgaws. The cloisters are most attractive, 
and in one room is the tomb of the little 
Infante Pedro, whose nurse let him fall 
from the Alcazar. The Alcazar is at the 
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farther end of the town, built on a high 
cliff, and, from being much restored, looks 
like a French chateau. You get nice views 
from the road ; there is a little river, (there 
always seems to be a little river), hills, and 
the old Romanesque church of Vera Cruz, 
where we went later. 

The old churches, most of them falling 
in ruins, are endless, and there are a good 
many doorways, and a corking big Roman 
aqueduct, on the style of the Pont du Gard, 
but not up to it for situation. This one 
stretches across a valley in the town, with 
houses at its feet, but it's uncommonly 
impressive for all that. 

In the afternoon, Edith and I made a tour 
of the town in the rain, escorted by two 
small boys, the younger of whom thought us 
a huge joke, and spent most of the time 
giggling. We walked round by the aque- 
duct, past very picturesque streets, narrow, 
steep, and tiunbledown, the houses with 
projecting upper stories of brick and timber. 
We tried in vain to find the Casa de Segovia, 
much to the amusement of our little guide, 
and went on to San Juan, a Romanesque 
church, very attractive outside, with stables 
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inside. It is on a hill; and, at the foot of 
the hill, against a mined wall, was a tiny 
hovel, with an old woman near it. We 
scrambled down, asked her about the church, 
and gave her a few centimos. There were 
three swetet Uttle puppies, brown, black, 
and white, playing round, and the old 
woman, seeing we admired them, started 
off to catch one. They evidently knew 
her only too well, for the three scampered 
off as fast as their fat legs would carry 
them, with the lady in full pursuit. She 
brought one back, and patted it for us, 
then dropped it and gave it a cuff. 

We got home at quarter of five, and 
didn't go out again; it was raining quite 
hard, and was cold. We spent the night 
at the Comercio, a primitive Uttle place, 
where we got a good dinner (comparatively). 
The waiter was very nice, and took it so 
much to heart when I didn't finish my 
soup, that we ate largely of everything 
else (we were hungry too). 

ToH. B. H. April 21st. 
Last night, I heard the Sereno, the night 
watchman going his rounds, and calling the 
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time, but unfortunately, I wasn't on to what 
he was and in the distance he sounded just 
hke a n^osquito, so I retired in haste under 
the bedclothes, and stayed there till I was 
half suffocated ! One on me all right. 

Journal. 

The next morning, we got up at quarter 
of five. It was cold and dark, and I was 
more than sleepy. The bus driver came up 
to tell us to hurry, and we only had time 
to drink a Uttle chocolate in the kitchen, 
before we were hustled into the bus. I 
made a hasty exit, carrying a pair of gloves, 
kodak, guide-book, tea-basket, empty hot- 
water bottle, and large roll. We rattled 
down in the half darkness, and had half an 
hour to wait in the cold funny little station, 
got to Madrid at 9.30, and went to the 
Roma, after vain attempts at the Paix and 
Paris. 

We went to the Prado that same morning. 
It's practically all there is at Madrid, but 
it's worth going any distance for. Of course, 
the Velasquezs are the thing. They are 
all in one room. He was certainly a wonder- 
ful painter. I really think I hke his portraits 
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better than any one else's. Las Meninas 
is in a room by itself, and you get a corking 
sight of it reflected in a mirror ; it's wonder- 
fully lifelike, and improves the more you look 
at it. The Tapestry Weavers is another of 
my favorites, and so is the Infante, Los 
Borrachos, and two of the dwarfs, Don 
Antonio, standing with his hand on a big 
yellow dog, and El Primo, in black, with an 
open book in his lap. 

There are some very good Titians, Danae, 
a portrait of a girl in a room beyond the 
Rubens room, (there is a good collection of 
Rubens, with his sweet girlish slender women 
— ugh ! I can't stand them), and his splendid 
portrait of Charles V on horseback. 

We drove in the Buen Retiro, an attractive 
park, and E. and I sat out there Sunday 
afternoon, and watched the stream of car- 
riages hustUng for the bull-fight. 

Madrid is not like any other Spanish city 
that we saw ; it's entirely modern, with lots 
of shops, and no old churches or palaces. 

We took the night train for Cordova 
Monday and had a compartment for four 
with an elderly American woman. The 
next morning (Tuesday, April 26th) we got 
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up betimes, and I was barely dressed when 
we reached Cordova at 5.50. We went 
first to the market, down a steep hill, not 
very interesting, then around the other side 
of the town, down a steep and exceedingly 
narrow street, past the gardens of the 
ruined Alcazar, past the mosque, over the 
old bridge. From the other side you get 
a splendid view of the town, bridge, muddy 
river, and old Moorish mills. 

The mosque is a very ciuious afifair. You 
enter through the pretty Coiul; of Oranges, 
with several decrepid beggars holding the 
door back for you. My first idea was that 
it was wildly woolly. It is a regular forest 
of colunms and double arches of red and 
white brick, stretching off on all sides, 
apparently without rhyme or reason. There 
are nineteen aisles, and the roof is very low, 
only thirty-eight feet. In the middle is 
the late-Gothic cathedral, a horrid mess, 
and at the farther end is the gem of it all, 
the Mihrab Nuevo (built in 961). The 
vestibule is open on three sides, with arches, 
and a good deal of carving. The fourth 
side, a flat wall covered with mosaics, leads 
by a horse-shoe arch, supported on four 
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slender red and green columns, into the 
sanctuary. This is a tiny room, six-sided, 
plain white marble part way up, then come 
six blank windows arched on little pillars, 
carved marble, and covering it all an ex- 
quisite shell of white marble. 

There is another less interesting Mihrab, 
but we had all the time we needed. E. 
and I went up the tower, getting a nice 
view, and walked across the Moorish bridge 
in a whirlwind of sand, which was horrid. 
We took a picture of the bridge, with the 
gate at the other end, and went back to 
the mosque. Our train left at eleven, and 
we were quite ready for the lunch that had 
been put up at the Roma. We changed at 
Bobadilla, where there was a good deal of 
crowd, and got into the compartment with 
two awful Spanish women, one the maid. 
(She was really very pretty.) They didn't 
seem over cordial, and talked to the porters 
about something, ''durro" being often re- 
peated. Then, at the last minute, the 
porter came back, told us there was an 
empty berlina (half-carriage) for us, and 
implored us to change. But we thought 
it was too much trouble, and refused. The 
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Spanish woman gave him a peseta, and 
he disappeared. Then, after the train 
started, another porter put his head in at 
the window, and talked to her very ve- 
hemently. And after it was all over it 
dawned on us that the woman had prom- 
ised the porter a durro to keep the com- 
partment to themselves, and we had foiled 
himt 

The scenery going through the mountains 
is great ; the train goes quite slowly enough 
to enable you to see the view (which is at 
the right). 

It rained in spots, but, when we reached 
Granada at 8.15, the moon was out. We 
went up in the bus to the Washington 
Irving, and had dinner at nine. 

Tuesday, April 26th, to Saturday, April 30th. 
Three days in the loveliest place in the 
world, — it is rather absurd. The nicest 
part of it is that it's practically all out- 
doors. There is a beautiful grove of tall: 
elm trees filling the valley that leads up to 
the entrance to the Alhambra. It is hot 
below in the town, but under the elms it 
is always shady and cool, and you look up 
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through the greenness to the blue sky. 
Then you pass through a gateway, either a 
big tall one, the gate with the hand and key 
which were to guard Moorish power for 
ever, or under a low, simple one, into a 
space with gardens and the palace of 
Charles V fronting it. Beyond this is the 
entrance to the palace of the Alhambra. 
The Court of Myrtles comes first, with a 
tank of green water, and at the other end 
the tower of Comares, and the entrance to 
the Hall of the Ambassadors. You pass 
next through a doorway and short passage 
into the Court of lions, which is all it's 
cracked up to be, and more. The slender 
columns and carved stucco, the foimtain in 
the middle, the beautiful view through the 
Sala de dos Hermanos into the garden of 
lindaraxa, the Sala de Justice, everything 
centres roimd here. The Hall of Justice 
is bully, and from it you get one of the best 
views of the Court of Lions. All the views 
are charming. 

We used to go up the Torre de la Vela 
every afternoon at si,uiset. There are two 
nice middle-aged women there, sisters, and 
we grew very friendly with them. The 
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view from the top is really the finest I ever 
saw, (but, of course, I've never been in 
Switzerland). The fertile plain is spread 
out at your feet, the elm valley at the left ; 
the mountains all around, those to the 
west very clear against the sky, and op- 
posite rises the snow-covered range of the 
Sierra Nevadas, tall and glorious. They 
change color at sunset, and, for a while 
after the sun has gone down behind the 
mountains, they glow in soft light, then 
grow cold and dull, and then the moon 
comes up full and white and big. One 
evening we walked about half a mile up the 
road, in the bright moonlight, towards the 
snow mountains, — Oh, they were wonder- 
ful ! They seemed so near, and yet so very 
far. 

Saturday, April 30th, we left Granada 
at eight, had a berlina to Bobadilla, with 
splendid views of the Sierra Nevadas, and 
then had a compartment with the Pages to 
Ronda, which we reached at three. We 
went over to the gorge, very deep and pre- 
cipitous, and picturesque, and down across 
the single-span bridge where you look up 
the gorge and down on the little river. 
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Then we went across and up the other side, 
very steep and ill-paved and smelly. Most 
of the afternoon, we sat on the edge of a 
cliff (there was a railing), that dropped 
sheer down six hundred feet, the height of 
Blue Hill. The river woxmd like a silver 
thread (hackneyed, but most appropriate) 
between the fields and trees, which the 
afternoon light turned emerald green. The 
mountains were vague and sharply outlined, 
and the people in the fields were absurdly 
tiny. We watched them working away, 
tiny donkeys passing along, diminutive lanes 
banked with green, a little black dog with a 
white head rushing roxmd, — in fact, that 
interested us more than the scenery. 

[They sailed on Tuesday, May 3rd, from Gibraltar, 
to Genoa, and went to Florence.] 

Thursday, [May 6th]. 
It was a lovely warm day, and I spent 
seven or eight hours in a comfortable spot, 
way up in the bow, reading ** Diana of the 
Crossways." The sea was perfectly calm, 
blue, and delicious, the bow cut through 
the waves and made that bully rushing 
noise, and there was a regular sea smell. I 
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came to the conclusion that after all I care 
more for the sea than for anything else. 
It soothes and satisfies me, and makes me 
think. Yes I'd rather have an afternoon 
on the bow of the steamer than see any- 
church or picture or mountain. How 
heretical ! 

Saturday, May 7th, we came in to Genoa 
at the early hour of 4.30 a.m., and E. and I 
went ashore at 9.30, did a good deal of 
business, and went in to the Palazzo Rosso 
for a few minutes. The picture gallery, 
up two very long flights, contains our first 
love, the Marchese di Brignole-Sale, on a 
white horse, by Van Dyck, and his wife. 
We found them as large as life and twice 
as natural, but a trifle less splendid after 
the Velasquezs. 

We reached Florence at 8.30 p.m. [Tuesday, 
May 10th.], took a carriage, tried one pension, 
and found it wouldn't do, and then, by the 
merest luck, came to Pension Pendini, 2 
Via Strozzi, just off the Piazza Vittorio 
Emmanuele, and stayed there. The situa- 
tion is most central, food is good, lift to our 
rooms on fifth floor, six francs, in fact, just 
what we wanted. 
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May 20th. WeVe been up to Fiesole 
twice by tram. It's a very pleasant little 
trip in the afternoon, the later the better, 
for, as the sun gets low, the shadows lengthen 
on the mountains, and the light is very soft 
and lovely. I found a nice place beyond 
the amphitheatre on a bank covered with 
hay, and smelling deliciously, with a hill 
crowned with cypresses against the sun, 
olive slopes, a valley, and the moxmtains 
all around. The views of Florence all the 
way up and down are great ; the dome and 
campanile show up well from every direc- 
tion. 

Bellaggio, Thursday, May 27th. 

This place is the most beautiful I ever 
saw, it's quite beyond anything. I can't 
decide whether it's better by sunlight or 
moonlight. The evening we got here we 
sat out on the shady lane on the lake, with 
a military band, and everything perfectly 
calm and still, except for the music, and 
the fishermen's bells tinkling on the water. 
Last night, we went out in a rowboat ; the 
moon was partly hidden by clouds, so that 
there was an air of mystery and enchant- 
ment about the moxmtaiins. The lake was 



Digitized by 



Google 



1904] ELEANOR BOIES TILESTON 88 

perfectly still, we were just the right dis- 
tance from the land, and the lights threw 
long bright reflections in the water. It 
was absolutely perfect, the kind of beauty 
that almost hurts. 

Yesterday morning, Edith and I took a 
walk on the Civenna road, the last part of 
the way being a scramble up the bed of a 
brook. The views were simply adorable; 
we saw the other arm of the lake, and kept 
getting delightful glimpses through the trees. 
We were escorted there and back by a nice 
dog, who took us under his chaperonage, 
and was very faithful. He strayed into a 
garden where a hen was, once, and how 
she did go for him ! She chased him roxmd 
and round in a fury, until the poor thing 
made his escape with his tail between his 
legs. 

We left Milan at 7.30 a.m., and got off 
at Desegnano, where we took the steamer 
up Lake Garda, Thursday, Jxme 2nd. When 
we went on board, we had a splendid view 
of the lake, deep vivid blue, and the moun- 
tains. As you go farther up, the scenery 
becomes more and more stunning, the lake 
narrows, the mountains grow higher and 
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steeper^ and bleaker. There are wonderful 
headlands, where the mountains go sheer 
down to the water several thousand feet, 
and the water is the most glorious opalescent 
azure, a green blue that is impossible to 
describe, and which I never saw anywhere 
else. (The lake is eleven hundred feet 
deep, perhaps that has something to do with 
it.) We got to Riva, in the Austrian part, 
and then it began to rain, and continued to 
rain most of the way back, but that only 
made the mountains wilder. I was invited 
by the helmsman to take shelter in the 
wheel-house, which I did, and conversed 
aflfably with him and the captain. They 
politely complimented me on my Italian, 
much to my amusement! There was a 
gorgeous double rainbow, the inner one 
very brilliant, and lasting ever so long. It 
stretched from shore to shore, with lake 
between. 

Venice, Monday, June 6th. 

Here we are in Venice. It's deliciously 
warm, clear, blue sky, birds (nightingales) 
twittering; everything as it should be. 

We are enjosdng Venice very much, drift- 
ing round in the pictiu*esque little canals. 
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(E. doing some sketching) ^ out on the 
Grand Canal ahnost every evening and 
getting all the sight-seeing we want. The 
Carpaccios in San Giorgio Schiavoni, a 
few pictures in the Academy, Bellini's angels, 
Tintoretto's Presentation in the Temple in 
the del Orto, the statue of Bartolommeo 
Colleoni, and St. Mark's are my favorite 
things here. 

June 9th, my birthday, we celebrated 
by going to Burano and Torcello in the 
afternoon. The lagoons seem endless, — 
islands, shoals, channels marked by posts. 
Burano is very pictiu'esque, — why isn't 
there some other word to convey the same 
idea? — with no end of small children who 
pursue you, and demand a "soldo, Signora," 
but some foi^et about it. One boy came 
hastening up, with a fat child in his arms, 
asking the usual soldo. When we came by 
later, the child was playing in the street, 
but the boy saw his prey appear, and snatched 
at her. She seemed unwilling to leave, bur^t 
into tears, and flimg herself on the ground. 
Meanwhile we were passing — luckily, how- 
ever, another boy seized the reluctant beg- 
gar, and they hastened up. What a waste 
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of energy! Later, E. sat down and pro- 
ceeded to sketch, so I sat down beside her, 
and beamed patronizingly on the children 
who gathered round us. One sweet little 
boy, with big eyes and a blue pinafore, 
clambered up on the wall, and placed him- 
self shyly by me. He displayed the con- 
tents of his pocket, the outside of a tele- 
gram, a map of Venice, and a few pages 
from a fashion magazine, with pictures of 
slim, simpering ladies clad in the height of 
fashion, all very much worn, but neatly 
folded, evidently pearls of great price to 
their happy possessor. The street life of 
Burano was very interesting, dozens of 
children, old women with fruit for sale, a 
gray kitten investigating everything with 
charming fearlessness, a brood of chickens 
and two ducks. Torcello has a funny old 
church, but we stayed there a very short 
time, because of a storm coming up. The 
road from the steamer to the town leads 
along the green bank of a canal, and, at 
one place, there is a sweet view of the church 
tower, beyond a shaky little bridge. 

That evening we went to a big fire, that 
had started in the afternoon in a large 
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manufacturing building, of which only the 
shell was left, standing out against the 
darkening, but still blue sky. Great clouds 
of rosy smoke were pouring out, sparks fly- 
ing, crowds collecting, and, in a square, 
was heaped the furniture which people 
had recklessly hurried out of their houses. 
It was too absurd to go to a fire in a gon- 
dola, and find the fire-engines in large 
clumsy boats. The Venetians must lose 
a great deal, for galloping horses and clang- 
ing bells make half the fun of a fire. 

Well, to make a long story short, we left 
Venice Friday afternoon, June 10th. It 
rained before we reached Feltre, our first 
step into the Dolomites, but cleared again, 
and when E. and I explored a little, finding 
a nice bank behind the church, it had cleared 
off, the clouds were glorious, low in the sky, 
rolling on the tops of the mountains, or barely 
touching them. At our feet was a wide 
green valley, two pigs were browsing and 
grunting round, in charge of an energetic 
old man, an old woman, with one hand in a 
stocking and the other wielding a sickle, 
was cutting nettles by the church. It was 
quite idyllic. A little way round the comer 
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we heard yeUs and shouts^ and discovered 
behind a fence, in a yard, at least forty little 
boys plasdng tug-rope, all making as much 
noise as possible. The priest, red-faced, jolly, 
and perspiring, seemed to be imf airly assist- 
ing one side, which presently won. 

We were up at four the next morning, a 
gray cheerless hour, when icy mountain 
water is not very enticing to wash in. By 
five, when we were oflf in the high two-horse 
carriage, I hogging the seat by the driver. 
The sun ought to have been out, but it was 
behind clouds, and continued so all day, 
with rare moments of sunshine, and heavy 
showers in the afternoon. The road soon 
enters a gorge and you follow the little rush- 
ing Cimone for a long way. The valley is 
very narrow, with steep, high sides, some- 
times green and sometimes bare, with the 
road sweeping along the edge, with over- 
hanging cliffs and sheer rock below. If 
I knew anything about it, the geological 
formations must be most interesting; they 
are very varied and curious. We Ixmched 
at Primiero at 10.30, staying there from 
9.15 to 12. E. and I found a very attractive 
— also smelly — place, where she sketched. 
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The houses, I believe they are German 
Gothic, are plaster the first story, have a 
roof that projects, and stairs outside. The 
children, as usual, were interesting and 
interested. They gathered round E. and 
watched patiently. One boy decided to be 
in it, so he sat with folded arms on a bench, 
and E. drew him, very small of course. 
The others kept him posted as he sat there 
giggling, alive with curiosity — "La testa, 
Beppi ! " "II cappello ! ' ' Poor Beppi found 
his portrait a little small, but they all shrieked 
with laughter. One fair-haired, stolid little 
girl, with a wreath of leaves and flowers on 
her hair, bare, clean feet, curling toes, and 
dimpled hands, stood motionless in front 
of us for a long time. Another younger 
one, golden-haired, dressed in gray to her 
ankles, was occupied in crawling on all 
fours into a large overturned straw basket ; 
a small boy lay flat on some logs, barking 
spasmodically. The only people were a 
very few rather doddery old women, and ever 
so many children. 

On the way to Primiero we passed herds 
of cows on their way to the higher Alps, 
where they stay from June to September. 
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With them were girls, older women, and a 
few men, each with a large imibrella over 
his shoulder, and, hanging to that, limch 
in a handkerchief. The women wear colored 
handkerchiefs knotted roimd their necks or 
over their head. 

From Primiero to San M artino di Castrozza 
is all uphill. You leave the river quite soon, 
and wind up and up, with more and more 
beautiful views. Sometimes the sun came 
out and then it was wonderful, the pine- 
clad, steep mountain slopes above and below, 
smelling most fragrantly after the rain, 
the green pines with their long, straight, 
slim trunks, an occasional brook timibling 
down over the stones, and, across the green 
valley more mountains covered with pines, 
and above them the high peaks of the Dolo- 
mites struggling above the mists that often 
hid them. They were fascinating peaks, 
jagged and precipitous, pink, yellow, and 
gray. 

San Martino, 4500 feet high, is com- 
pletely surroimded by mountains, the range 
behind the hotel, with the Cimone della Pala, 
Pala di San Martino, etc., all about 10,000 
feet high, and all real Dolomite moimtains. 
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Our first day at San Martino it rained 
till late afternoon; and the mists shut out 
the view entirely, except for occa^onal 
glimpses of a peak here and there up among 
the clouds. E. and I went part way up 
towards the Pass late, when it stopped 
raining and the clouds lifted, though mist 
kept rolling in from the valley. Pine trees 
ag^dnst mist are very beautiful, they stand 
out sharply outlined, with soft white back- 
ground, till the fog rolls by, and they are 
lost among the rest. 

ToM. W. T. Jr. June 11th. 
This place, our first night in the Dolomites, 
is quite a change from sunny Venice. It's 
very cold, and raining hard, and we're the 
only people in a very large hotel. There 
is the sweetest puppy here named Bruto, 
who is in that fascinating, fat, roly-poly 
age. He adores to worry your skirt, and 
will pursue you anywhere at a fat gallop. 

Jouinal. Tuesday, June 14th. 
We left San Martino at eight. It was 
doudii^g up even then, though it was perfect 
eariMT, and, for a while, the whole range 
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including Cimone della Pala, which we had 
hardly seen, was free from clouds. The 
road goes up and up by long, easy turns, 
with more and more beautiful views of the 
valley and moimtains at the farther end. 
The Rolle Pass is rather bleak and bare, 
but at the top, we saw the Cimone della 
Pala, towering high up among the clouds, 
partly hidden. Paneveggio is down some 
distance, past woods of tall, oh, very tall, 
straight pines, which are used for the Aus- 
trian navy. From there on, the views 
were splendid, snow-covered mountains, pine- 
clad slopes, Sim and shadow. We stopped 
at a pasture, five thousand feet high, sur- 
roimded by high mountains, the air cool 
and fragrant, and the meadow one blaze of 
piuple and orange and red, such colors! 
I wandered round among the flowers, pick- 
ing the different kinds, straying on and on, 
half dazed with the beauty of it. All the 
way down to Predazzo, the fields glowed 
with great patches of piuple and red, yellow, 
white, pink. 

We spent the night at Predazzo, at the 
Nave d'Oro, which dates from 1596, and 
has the names of all the famous geologists 
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who come there in its hotel books. Near 
there is the phenomenon of granite over 
chalk found nowhere else, I believe. 

[They reached Cortina, by way of Vigo, Earersee, 
Bozen, and Toblach.] 

Cortina, Sunday, June 19th. 
The hotel Faloria, where we are, is on the 
hill, with a fine view, and woods and field3 
behind. 

Saturday, July 2nd, 10 p.m. 
How it pours! Outside it's pitch dark, 
except where the hotel lights make a few 
pines with their tall bare trunks stand out 
against the mysterious blackness. The light- 
ning flashes repeatedly behind the moim- 
tains, and the thunder rumbles and crashes 
— I'm sure there are witches in that wood ! 
Before the storm broke it was great in front 
of the hotel. There was a strong cool wind, 
Cortina lay below, the lights and church 
tower showing, and Tofana loomed up 
perfectly black beyond a few little trees in 
the electric light. Aroimd the moimtain 
was a pale light, and above hung black 
threatening clouds. There was a feeling 
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of wildness in the air, — and then it began 
to rain. 

July 8th. 

I was absurdly happy, for no especial 
reason. 

On Sunday, July 10th, we started off at 
7.10 for Caprile. We went over the Giau 
Pass (7,200 feet), a charming way, up 
through the woods, then over a big green 
alp, to the summit. We sat down there 
to admire the view, but, unfortunately, 
it began to hail hard, so we ran down 
to a deserted little hut and had lunch 
there. When we started on again the sun 
was out, everything was fresh and sweet, 
and the valley towards Civetta was fascinat- 
ing. The path — a brook bed — was not 
made drier by recent rains, and steep and 
rough give no idea of that charming descent. 
It took us four and a quarter hours to the 
top, and then three to Caprile. From Caprile 
we went on to Alleghe, and were rowed across 
the lake to the Regina d'ltalia, where we 
spent the night. The lake is the prettiest 
I've seen, perhaps excepting Karersee. The 
Civetta rises behind it, there are moimtains 
on all sides, and they are reflected with 
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wonderful clearness in the green water. The 
buried villages were a decided disappoint- 
ment; they amounted to very little. The 
hotel wasn't much ; we had to wait hours for 
everything. In the evening, there was a 
thimder storm and it poured torrents. The 
next morning, we started at seven on oiu* 
walk back. We left the lake, and went up 
the wooded valley with the great half empty 
river-bed, to Caprile, and then on over the 
Falzarego. It was fearfully hot and took 
forever ; my only joy in life was thinking of 
getting home some day ; it seemed a long 
way off. We had half a roll apiece at twelve, 
and at two, on the way down, pea soup at a 
little inn. We were getting tired then, and 
rested ten or fifteen minutes of every hour, 
but we finally got back at six, exceedingly 
footsore. It was about forty-five miles there 
and back, quite respectable for me, who 
never walked six before I came here. 

July 19th. 
Read on my favorite spot. It was simply 
heavenly. I was more than happy just to 
be alive. 
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July 22nd. 
I spend most of my time on the hill behind 
the hotel. A favorite spot is under a pine- 
tree on a slight rise, where I can see the 
mountains all aroimd. I am there now^ 
very comfortably leaning against the tree, 
with everything baked in sunshine, blue sky 
overhead, and larch trees interfering only a 
little with the lovely view. Cristallo is per- 
haps my favorite, especially in the late 
afternoon, when the shadows are purple, and 
it stands out so pink against the blue sky, 
so rugged and exquisite. Croda da Lago I 
love too, with its wide sweep of dark forest 
below the precipitous summit. And Tofana, 
majestic and solemn, with its red bare cliff at 
the end, and the village below. I can't bear 
to leave Cortina, Pm absolutely happy here, 
I adore the place, it is perfect. Some day, 
/ will come hack. 

[They left Cortina July 23rd, and went over the 
Stelvio Pass to the Baths of Bormio, to Le Prese, over 
the Bemina Pass to Pontresina, over the Albula Pass 
to Coire, to Lucerne, Interlachen, Wengemalp, Mei- 
ringen, over the Grimsel Pass to the Rhone Glacier, 
then to 2^rmatt, up to the Corner Grat, then to Ouchy, 
and on to Paris and London, sailing from Liverpool on 
Saturday, September 17th.] 
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Jouinal. August 1st. 
We fell deeply in love with Le Prese, 
it's on a beautiful little lake — such a color 
green! — with the mountains coming down 
on all sides. We were there two nights. I 
lay on the edge of the lake, watching the 
light and shade on the moimtains, and 
should have liked to stay there forever. 

[The following winter she "came out."] 
[At the end of her journal for 1904, are the foUowii^ 
lines.] 

''A little toil and a little strife 
Make up the lives of men ; 
A little joy that the world is fair, 
A passing grief, and a breath of prayer. 
And then — the hush of night." 



Digitized by 



Google 



1005 

[There are few letters or journals <^ the years when 
she did not go abroad. 

The chief event of 1905 was her sojourn of two 
weeks and a half at the Putnam Camp in the Adiron- 
dacks, which she enjoyed extremely.] 

To M. T. E. Putnam Gamp, Adiron- 

dacks, Sunday, July 16th. 
Dearest Gretel, 

This is the most attractive place you can 
imagine, moimtains all roimd, bully air, 
and such fim. 

Thursday, we walked over to the Ausable 
Lakes, where we spent the night at an 
adorable camp. We girls slept in a log 
cabin open in front, on balsam boughs, my 
first experience of the kind. It was most 
enjoyable, but very crowded, and there 
wasn't much sleeping done. In the evening, 
we all sat by a fire and sang. 

Friday morning, we got up at 4.30, and 
Peggy, T. S. and I went out rowing on the 
lake. It was perfectly wonderful; pink 
simrise clouds drifting over the mountains. 
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still water, reflecting pine-trees and moun- 
tains, cool air, and two deer drinking at the 
edge of the lake, etc. All the boys, Ruth, 
Peggy, Frances and I climbed Marcy, the 
highest moimtain round here, 5344 feet. 
It was a long climb, but not hard. When 
we reached the top, we were in thick clouds, 
and might have been on an island at sea for 
all the view there was. Then we built a 
fire, ate lunch, and it poured. Later it 
cleared off, and the most wonderful view 
appeared, range on range of mountains, the 
distant ones the most delicious blue misty 
color. We were all most hilarious, danced 
a Virginia reel, and Indian war-dance on 
the topmost rock, (I hope my pictures will 
come out well), and came down quite fast — 
I was among the first, and had a bully 
quarter of a mile run at the end of the 
trail, just as I thought I was too dead to 
go much farther. The next day, I was 
horribly footsore, and the skin was worn 
off the soles of my feet. I have played 
bridge a few times, read, write, etc., when I 
am not walking. I'm quite good at moun- 
tains, not a disgrace to the family, thank 
heaven ! 
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To M. M.J. August 19th, 1905. 

I was over at C. G/s yesterday, and there 
was the most wonderful sunset, scudding 
pink clouds, and behind them tiny golden 
cloudlets on a background of gray. C. is 
mad over everything Japanese, and I was 
imagining the poetic things one of her favorite 
writers would say, I exclaimed with fervor 
''If Okakura were here, he would say, 
'swishes!'" I tried to say "fishes swim- 
ming in a sea of gray,'' but got a little 
twisted, and never got beyond the "swishes." 
True poetry of the mystic variety. 

I am reading a deUghtful book by a 
Japanese, called "Out of the East." They 
do express things in the most fascinating 
way — "mountain shapes faint as old mem- 
ories." "Then he passed away through the 
summer Ught over the ever-sleeping sea, 
and the shape of the island where summer 
never dies, faded behind him Uke a dream," 
etc. Don't you love it? 

Same. Cataumet, September 18th. 
The moon was glorious last night, has 
been for some time in fact; I have been 
paddUng and saiUng by it. To-night is as 
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cold as Greenland's icy mountains, more 
than suggestive of fall. Oh Peg, it does 
seem as if I couldn't let summer go, as if 
something mvst be done to keep it. The 
days go slipping by, and I clutch frantically 
at them, and behold — they are gone ! 

Edith is playing a Ballade by Brahms, 
and I could scream with delight. 
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Journal. Saturday, March 17th, at 4.30 
P.M., we, that is. Mamma, Amelia, Edith 
and myself, sailed on the " Romanic " from 
Charlestown, after the usual crush and sad 
farewells. 

All Wednesday morning, March 28th, we 
passed quite near the coast of Africa, most 
beautiful moimtains, with the sim casting 
deep blue shadows in the ravines, enchanting 
to watch. We got into the harbor at 1.30, 
when we were at limch, and were landed in 
small boats a little before three. Algiers, on 
the water-front, is just an ordinary French 
city, perfectly modern, with boulevards, caffe 
and shops, but up behind that, on the hill, 
lies the Arab quarter, steep, narrow, pic- 
turesque streets, and natives in their native 
dress. A. and I wandered down from the 
Kasbah, diving under arches, down steps, 
twisting and burrowing, passing small boys, 
oh, but very small boys, smoking cigarettes, 
women in white with big baggy trousers, 

102 
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veiled to the eyes, and handsome straight 
Arabs, looking as if they had just stepped 
out of the Arabian Nights. Sometimes we 
saw men sitting cross-legged in a door- 
way, playing chess — or backgammon? — or 
cards. We bought a couple of spangled 
scarfs, and then came down into the French 
part, crossed the big square, and went down 
to the mosque. There we were put into big, 
sloppy, dirty, yellow heel-less slippers, and 
an old wizened Moor, bent almost double, 
shuffled around with us, and pointed out 
various pulpits, etc. I felt very queer, and 
as-if-I-didn't-belong-there — which of course 
I didn't. 

We were rowed back to the steamer at 
six, after the boatmen kept us at the pier 
imtil we all paid double fare, it being "stormy 
and dark," i.e. nearly sunset, and a dead 
calm. We left at seven, steaming oflf in 
the dark, with Algiers a long line of lights 
along the sea, and above, but quite low 
down, the crescent moon making a narrow 
path across the water. 

Friday morning, I was up betimes to see 
us come in to Naples, but it was raining, 
and so cold that I stayed inside. We got 
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to anchor at nine, landed at eleven, and 
drove to the Museum. It's bigger than 
ever, and more fatiguing. The bearded 
Bacchus, sitting Hermes, Venus of Capua, 
and Psyche are the best, as ever. The 
Aquarium is what takes my eye though, 
the horribly fascinating octopi, the trans- 
parent fishes that look like rainbow ghosts, 
the long wriggly gray eels, the wonderful 
tropical gardens, with palm-trees of every 
bright color waving their branches; and 
flowers red, pink, yellow, white, — it's like 
being imder the sea yourself. 

Amelia and I took a ten o'clock train, — 
or rather, electric tram, we thought we 
were taking the train — to Pompeii, eating 
the rolls we bought on the way in the tram. 
We got good views of Vesuvius, with smoke 
and cloud hanging over it, and had an hour 
in Pompeii itself, enough to scurry roimd 
and see a good deal. I'd forgotten how 
delightful it is, deserted streets, empty 
houses with frescoes, pillars, and courtyards, 
just as if the inhabitants had gone oflf on a 
spree and were coming back soon. And 
Vesuvius smoking quietly, always threaten- 
ing, and occasionally fulfilling. 
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To M. M. J. Genoa, April 1st 
I had forgotten how dirty and noisy and 
wicked looking and beautiful Naples is. It 
quite takes one's breath away. Oh Peg, 
how I do wish you were here with me. I 
know you would love it madly, yes madly. 
My dear, my dear, I'm many miles away, 
and I can't hear a word you say, but that's 
merely because I'm loving you so. No, I 
don't suppose I shall ever see you again. 

Journal. Early Sunday morning, April 1st, 
we came in sight of Genoa, and got in at 
about nine. The approach to it was most 
beautiful, on the right mountains with 
deep blue shadows in the ravines, on the 
left misty clouds along the water, and above 
the clouds the snow-caps of another range, 
pearly and soft. The sea was absolutely 
calm, and it was quite warm for a change. 
We went ashore, lunched at a restaiu^ant, 
and took an exceeding slow train at 2.25 
for Santa Margarita, about seventeen miles. 
From there we drove in a rattling hotel bus 
to the Hotel Splendide at Portofino. 

It's one of the most beautiful places I 
ever saw, richly wooded with oUve trees, 
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cypresses, orange-trees, etc., looking across 
to a little peninsula, and with such a view 
of the Mediterranean, [Gulf of Genoa], so 
blue, and the far-away opposite shore, head- 
land after headland melting off into the blue 
distance. 

We were there till Saturday, and had 
three fine and two bad days. The moon- 
light was wonderful, especially the last 
evening, when Mamma and I went round 
the comer to the Bella Vista, and the moon 
glittered across the sea, and shone through 
the olive-trees, turning them to glistening 
silver. 

We were in Florence almost three weeks, 
from Saturday, April 7th, to Friday, the 
27th, took things leisurely, and enjoyed it 
greatly. In Holy Week there was a good 
deal doing. On Good Friday, at half-past 
four, we all drove out to Grassina, a httle 
village outside Florence, and got there at 
5.15, before there was a sign of anything 
doing. The Kirkbrides came, and in time 
lots of carriages tmned up, and one auto- 
mobile. We went up to the little white- 
washed chiu-ch beyond the bridge. It was 
very dark and empty and nice. Outside 
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were many small boys, whom we fed with 
candy, and I photographed. We ate our 
dinner in the carriage, and promptly at 
seven the procession started from the church. 
E. and I went up there, and then came back 
to a bank, from where we saw the torches 
creeping along the hill. We were back by 
the carriage when it passed through the 
village, Roman soldiers on horseback, tiny 
girls, matrons, the dead Christ carried, 
and a band playing a mournful, weird march. 
After it was gone, every one wanted to leave, 
and it took forever to get in line. Then, 
there was a wild rush, all the horses were 
whipped up, and we went speeding along in 
a cloud, literally, of dust. I have never 
seen such dust; you were blinded by it, it 
shut out everything, and the people in the 
villages came out of their houses to laugh 
at us as we went by. When we got home, 
we were white to the eyelashes, our hair 
was stuck with it, oiu* clothes were full of 
it. It was worthy of a better cause. 

Easter Monday we were up betimes, and 
Edith, Amelia, and I took a 7.17 train to 
Signa, going almost breakfastless. It's only 
nine miles, so we were there by 7.30, and 
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after a rather long walk up to the town, 
found nothing doing in the Festa line, and 
the half-past eight procession wasn't going 
to start till half-past ten. That meant 
missing the only train that would get us 
back for lunch, but we grinned and bore it. 
We rambled round in the town, explored 
the works of the "Manufacture di Signa," 
until we were requested to clear out, and 
then did the fair, went in the merry-go- 
round with joy and laughter, saw the trained 
seal, viewed ourselves in horrible distorting 
mirrors, etc. It was like a fair at home, 
noisy and crowded, and very hot, but such 
a babble of Italian, and kerchiefed women, 
quite im-American. Finally, the procession 
came to the church, which was mostly being 
re-built, all floorless and messy. There 
were priests and boys, etc., and small girls 
dressed up with angels' wings in pink and 
white, riding on donkeys, supported by a 
sort of cage arrangement. They all marched 
up the aisle, there the children were lifted 
off the donkeys, carried up to the altar, 
stood on it, and blessed, I suppose. After 
all that was over, another procession started 
from another chiu^ch, with one little girl 
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held on to a donkey, and we followed it 
all round outside the town, at a snail's 
pace, in the blazing sun, behind the band, 
which beat the drums when it wasn't other- 
wise engaged. At last it was all over, and 
we flopped into seats at the upper end of 
the piazza, in front of a trattoria. Hot, 
footsore, an aching head, such a noise from 
the piazza, donkeys braying, chiu^ch bells 
ringing, children swinging — down at the 
fair — it made me dizzy. We had a very 
poor omelette, and felt better. There were 
contadini at the other tables, at the one 
on our right two men and two girls, having 
a very good time. One of them took a 
guitar and sang — not very well — and 
every one gathered round. Now and then 
a beggar came whining up to us, or a dog 
for something to eat. Every one seemed 
good-natiu-ed and happy. As for us, we 
laughed till oiu* sides ached. A hot happy 
day that was. 

Friday, April 27th, we left Florence at 
nine for Ravenna. Through the wild Apen- 
nines, changing at Faenza and Castel Bo- 
lognese, where we waited an hour and a 
half. It rained most of the day, but cleared 
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off before we got there at 4.30. The Bjrron 
was full, so was the next best, and we stayed 
at the funny little Albergo Capello, quite 
Italian, where you dine with a lot of oflScers, 
and big dogs come in to ask for food. We 
went up to San Vitale, where a rather splen- 
did service was going on. The tomb of 
Galla Placidia near by is enchanting, small 
and low, with marble walls and mosaic ceil- 
ing, narrow alabaster windows, and empty 
except for three sarcophagi, and a couple of 
old vases. The mosaics are on a deep blue 
background, the light is dim ; it's charming. 
We had dinner at 6.30, were ravenous and 
awfully cold, and went to bed and hot- 
water bottles right after dinner. 

Saturday morning was heavenly, fresh 
and cool. We drove to Theodoric's tomb, 
a big affair, surrounded with a moat, and 
lilacs, and with wisteria climbing over it. 
Then we drove out to San Apollinare in 
Classe, out in the marshes, which look at- 
tractive and green now. The chiu^ch is 
rather by itself, very desolate inside, with 
its bareness, damp, and moss growing every- 
where. The mosaics seemed cold and life- 
less, and the crypt was colder and damper, 
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and we were glad to get out into the sun- 
shine. The Pineta is not very far beyond, 
past canals and more marshes. We didn't 
go far in, just drove to a bridge and walked 
a little. The pine woods are young, and 
not thick, a good deal of underbrush and 
fragrant needles, quite like Scraggy, with 
summer clouds in the blue sky, lizards 
rustling about — we saw one large creature, 
with the newest green skin. It was quite 
entirely pleasant. No wonder Byron loved 
it, and came out there to ride every day. 
The coachman took a nap while we were 
gone, and we came back to find him snoozing 
in the carriage. We stood at a safe dis- 
tance, and coughed in chorus until he woke 
up, and then timied our backs, and looked 
at the grass. 

We drove back over the green marshes, 
passing men out with guns and dogs, shoot- 
ing, and, on the way to the hotel, stopped 
at the Museo. There may be lots of good 
things there, but the only one I shall re- 
member is Guidarello Guidarelli. He lies 
alone in a room panelled with dark brown 
wood, clad in his armor, the helmet on his 
head, and under it that exquisitely beautiful 
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face. Oh; I should have liked to know 
Guidarello Guidarelli. It's worth going a 
long long way just to see him once. 

We dined at six, and took the 7.30 train 
to Rimini, getting there at 8.40. It was a 
lovely ride, delicious cool air, marshes, 
poplar trees, a crescent moon, and fading 
simset. The Aquila d'Oro at Rimini is 
good enough, the front rooms exceedingly 
noisy, and at the back a horrible harsh 
church bell strikes the quarters all night 
long. 

Simday morning was really almost hot, 
and as fine as might be. We went off at 
once to see the town, and foimd the market- 
place, (with Francesca da Rimini's common- 
place-looking palace on one side), charming, 
crowded with peasants, pretty women with 
gay kerchiefs on their heads, stalls of fruit 
and vegetables, etc. San Francesco, or, 
as it is well called, the "Temple of Mala- 
testa," is an extraordinary church. Out- 
side it's only half finished, and the effect 
is more temple than chiu^ch. Inside it's 
unfinished too, but the first few chapels 
are the most exquisite Renaissance bits I 
ever saw. The pillars are square, and 
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covered with low bas-relief figures, mostly 
draped. The first chapel on the right, 
re-gilded, has a profile of Sigismondo di 
Malatesta, who built the chiu^ch as a mon- 
ument to himself and his mistress and wife 
Isotta. Their initials are everywhere, and 
so are their emblems, the elephant and the 
rose. Isotta's chapel — with a statue of 
herself as St. Michael trampling on the 
dragon — is my favorite. 

Sunday afternoon, Amelia and I walked 
down to the sea, over a mile, I should think. 
The Adriatic was very green and calm, 
with a sandy, but not very white beach. I 
trotted along, picking up a few shells, razor 
and otherwise, and went out on the dock, 
where the fishing boats were tied up along- 
side. We saw San Marino very well from 
there, the great rock rising straight up from 
the plains, with its three castles. 

Monday morning, we started at quarter 
to eight for San Leo. It was very cloudy, 
with only a bit of blue towards San Leo, 
and cold — we nearly froze. The wind came 
up, we put up the hood and on our sweaters, 
and shivered. By the time we began as- 
cending, the sun came out a Uttle, and soon 
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we lost sight of San Marino from the front, 
as it sits up on its mountain so very isolated, 
and after a few glimpses of it from the side, 
a castle on a precipice, got the back view, 
not nearly so steep. The sun came out 
fitfully on the way up, and we wound up 
and up among the mountains, bleak and 
beautiful, till all of a sudden, almost at 
twelve o'clock, when we were getting weary, 
and wondering whether we should ever get 
there, a timi of the road brought San Leo 
in sight, right ahead of us. The fortress is 
up on top of a tremendously high, precipi- 
tous, and apparently inaccessible huge rock. 
The wind was something fearful. As soon 
as we got to the foot of the rock, it swept 
down in a wild blast, and as we climbed the 
hill and went through a gate into the town, 
it seemed to increase. I took oflf my hat, 
and went round with streaming hair and 
skirts round my neck. There is a square 
with a fountain, a view oflf down the valley, 
— and up to the right, high above, the 
castle. The cathedral is on the edge of 
the rock, a delightful old place, dating from 
the ninth century, and with such a tempest 
blowing round it that you were almost 
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swept oflf your feet going up to it, and in- 
side it shook the chiu^ch and wailed and 
roared. There is another nice old church 
opposite this one, smaller, even older, with 
whitewashed walls, big square pillars, and 
simple Romanesque architectiu^. There, 
simplicity and bareness just went with the 
loneliness of the little town perched up 
among the mountains, with the wind whoop- 
ing through the streets. Before we left, I 
went to a jumping-oflf place behind the 
church, where you get a splendid view of 
the mountains and valley sheer below. It 
reminded me of Browning's 

" Castle precipice^ncircled 
In a gash of the wind-grieved Apennine." 

We took oiu* departiu-e at two in the face 
of the most murderous looking of black 
clouds, but passed beyond it. Going down 
took no time at all, and then we struck 
off to the right, crossed a trickle of a stream 
in a huge dry bed which Hare says is "dan- 
gerous to ford in spring," and began the 
ascent to San Marino. We were in the 
territory of the RepubUc from there on, 
and it looked very much Uke Italian ground. 
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I must say. At Borgo, the city at the foot 
of the rock; we left the horses and Mamma; 
and took a steep path up to the castle. The 
views kept getting more and more beautiful, 
and finally, when we tmned a comer and 
looked out over two valleys and ranges of 
mountains to San Leo, the sun was strik- 
ing through the black clouds that hung 
down almost to the horizon, leaving a Une 
of pale yellow. The sun's rays struck 
shafts of light on to the green valley below 
us, and the effect, with its contrasts of 
storm and simshine, was remarkable. 

From there we went up into the town, 
through the gate, up and up. There is a 
Palazzo Municipio, with a wide view of the 
moimtains, a modem cathedral where we 
saw the tomb of San Marino, etc. All the 
town buildings are new and fresh. In a 
small shop where we bought coins, etc., 
was a very young man who had been study- 
ing English by himself for three months, 
and, with much stammering, blushing, gig- 
gling, and rubbing his hands together, he 
offered to show us roimd, which he did. He 
really spoke very well, but was horribly 
embarrassed. The Municipio has a large 
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room with modem paintings^ where the 
parliament meets. They have representa- 
tives from the nobles ( ! ) and the people. 
When we came down to the entrance hall, 
there, to our intense astonishment, sat 
Mamma, who had walked up alone by the 
road! It was getting late, so we shortly 
went back, by the short cut, giving Manmia 
what help we could. Before we got there 
it began to rain, and by the time we were 
in the carriage, about 6.30, it came down 
in cats and dogs. As we drove down, we 
saw now and then San Marino dark and 
threatening, towering above us, glorious 
pink simset clouds, and rainswept moim- 
tains, with one or two castles perched high, 
almost among the clouds. As it grew darker 
the rain held up, and the line of yellow 
between the horizon and the black cloud 
grew deeper, and in the midst hung the 
evening star, very big and very bright. 
The mountains grew darker and blacker, 
the sky deeper and the star brighter, till 
it finally sank. Bob and I walked up a 
few hills, and we felt like fugitives escaping 
from something, in the night, tramping along 
the wet roads with trees so black against 
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that yellow glow. Finally, at quarter of 
nine we reached Rimini and perhaps we 
weren't tired and hungry! 

Tuesday morning, May day, I took another 
look at the beautiful temple of Sigismondo, 
photographed his castle, with a small girl, 
goat and lamb, saw the old bridge, and left 
at 10.30 for FoUgno. We reached FoUgno 
at 9.30 P.M., and went to the comfortable 
Hotel Posta. 

Thursday morning. May 3rd, a deUcious 
warm day, we started at ten for Spello, 
and in twenty minutes were there, for it's 
only three miles. The churches aren't much. 
There's a chapel in one with nice frescoes 
by Benozzo CJozzoU. The town itself is 
enchantingly picturesque; all the narrow 
streets go up or down, arched over in places, 
with outside staircases, plants and flowers 
growing out of the sides of the houses, all 
of which are rough and brown, not white- 
washed. The people were very friendly, 
and lured us into a garden, and then they 
all wanted to have their pictures taken, and 
posed as stiff as stiff. It is much the most 
picturesque town I've seen ; every street is 
good enough to paint, and you keep meeting 
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old women with their pigs, children toddUng 
about, old men sitting in the sim, etc. We 
had limch at a wretched Uttle inn, and bei- 
stowed most of the food on a couple of 



It was pretty hot when we started for 
Assisi at three. It's a pretty drive, gently 
up hill the last part of the way. We got 
there at half-past four, and got settled at 
Hotel Subasio. I have a tiny room opening 
on a big balcony, with a lovely view of 
the Umbrian valley and low moimtains all 
around, a view beginning with the monastery 
of San Francesco, Perugia on a hill to the 
left, and the sweep around to Monte Subasio. 
We spent ten blissful days at Assisi, warm, 
summery, with showers almost every day, 
a full moon, and not too much to do. 

Late that afternoon we went to the lower 
church, the dearest church in all Italy, I 
think, and foimd a special service going on, 
with hundreds of candles lighted at the altar, 
and by the pillars, and a great crowd of 
peasants. There was a procession of the 
priests followed by the people round the 
big cloisters, and when they came back to 
the church, it was getting dark. At the 
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close of the service, every one knelt for 
the benedizione. I was at the back against 
the wall, with the kneeling peasants filling 
the church, and dim arch on dim arch rolling 
away towards the brilliant altar. It was 
most impressive. 

The next day. May 4th, we started at 
seven in an open barge-bus affair for the 
train for Perugia, but decided to drive 
when we got to the station. The drive isn't 
very thrilling, but it's pretty, cornfields, 
blazing poppies, etc. The Etruscan tombs 
near Perugia hadn't changed much in the 
last seven years ; they are still damp, cold, 
and worth seeing — once. 

When we got to Perugia, we went first 
to the Cambio, and saw those pretty frescoes 
of Perugino, very sweet and very graceful. 
His best things there are the httle saints in 
the sacristy at San Pietro, gentle creatures 
exquisitely painted. The church has a stun- 
ning view of the valley, and most magnificent 
choir stalls. They ought to be double starred. 
After the Cambio, we went to the Piazza 
where so many street fights and turmoils 
took place, with that superb palazzo, the 
biggest, most feudal, and stem-looking place. 
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In the afternoon of May 5th, after tea, 
Edith, Amelia and I walked to the Carceri, 
the hermitage where St. Francis used to 
retire to. It is up in a ravine of Monte 
Subasio. Most of the mountain is pretty 
bare, but here it's quite luxuriant with 
ilexes, etc. Just as we came to the hermit- 
age we met a brother in brown, bent double 
under a bag. He climbed a ladder up the 
wall, and emptied the contents of the bag 
on the other side. He looked like some kind 
of gnome or goblin. You enter at a court 
yard with two wells, go in past a chapel, 
a tiny chapel of St. Francis's, and down the 
narrowest steps in the rock, through low 
doorways that are hardly wide enough to 
squeeze through, to the diminutive cell 
where St. Francis slept on the bare ground, 
and an oratory about the size of your hand. 
Across the bridge over a Uttle gorge is a 
pretty wooded path. Near there are the 
out-door caves where some of his com- 
panions slept, rather airy on a winter night. 

We came home in the cool of the evening, 
with delicious air, all the valley soft and 
beautiful, and straight ahead the Rocca 
standing up above the deep blue mountains. 
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against the red sky. Half way back, a single 
cypress cuts the sky — cypresses always 
mean "Italy" to me! 

Of ''sights" in Assisi, thank heaven, there 
aren't many. The nicest — after the lower 
and upper churches of course — is the chapel 
of the Pellegrini, a small chapel opening 
oflF the wide, clean, and usually deserted 
main street. It is covered with frescoes 
by Mezzastris and Matteo da Gualdo, scenes 
from the lives of St. Anthony — on the left 
— and St. James, on the right. The altar- 
piece is adorable with its frieze of cherubs 
sitting in a wreath of roses, bewitching 
children, and the whole place is deUghtful. 

Then there's the temple of Minerva, and 
the Duomo, with its nice old fagade and 
horrid interior, and old crypt, and the 
church of Santa Chiara, where her body 
lies in the crypt, in her nim's dress. 

I went to afternoon service in the crypt 
of San Francesco one day, the modem 
crypt built for his body, which was re- 
discovered in 1818. It's small, so the in- 
cense fills it quickly; the women kneel 
all the time, and it is way away from the 
outside world. 
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To M. W. T. Jr. Assisi, May 6th. 

Here we are in Assisi, for ten days, and 
we all love it madly. Just now, Mamma 
and Edith and I have been graciously al- 
lowed to stay on in the little cloisters all 
alone. It's the most peaceful place you can 
imagine, with the cypresses and cyclamens, 
and not a sound except the birds and the 
organ from the church. The air is very sweet 
and warm, and it's altogether soul-satisfying. 
I'm sure you would love it. The Lower 
Church here is my favorite in Italy, very 
low and dim, (and cold, I must say), covered 
with frescoes, and usually with a faint smell 
of incense in the air. 

The people here are most unattractive, 
mostly English, with a curious tendency to 
sit like weeping willows in imgracef ul curves. 

To M. M. J. Assisi, Sunday, May 6th. 
Our plans have finally been decided, and 
we are going to Cortina for most of the 
simuner, so it will be impossible for me to go 
home for camp. Honestly, I feel horribly, 
I've been looking forward to it so for months. 
I simply can't bear to think of you up there 
in that heavenly place without me. It 
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makes me roar with pain. The other day 
I saw a book here, and what do you think 
it was? — "Living by the Spirit''! The 
sight of it sent a horrible, homesick pang 
through me, and I saw the farm-house steps, 
and L. reading to an attentive little audience. 

Journal. The moon was full while we were 
there, and it certainly was lovely. Simday 
night, May 6th, we walked out to the church ; 
the cloisters were bright, and the church stood 
out almost imcannily white against the deep 
blue sky and fluffy scudding clouds. Night 
after night the moon rose, big and roimd, 
behind Monte Subasio, and especially when 
it was past the full and rose late, the rim of 
the mountain was very black, the moon sent 
up light some time before she appeared, 
then she rose and flooded the valley and dim 
low mountains with her uncertain Ught. 

Sunsets there were lovely too, and thimder- 
storms coming from down the valley, the 
sheet of rain passing over and leaving every- 
thing so fresh and sweet, and Perugia's 
spires rising from a sea of clouds among the 
moimtains. 

The people at Assisi seem horribly poor, 
and there is no end of beggars, the most 
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respectable looking citizen puts on a whine, 
and stretches out a beseeching hand when 
you pass. One pretty woman whom we 
made friends with, and turned out to be 
the mother of eight, had a decent enough 
little house, and her husband earned fifty 
centimes a day for the ten of them! The 
town itself is clean, but not so picturesque 
as Spello, though there are nice bits. But 
I fell deeply in love with it, and hated to 
leave on Monday. 

We took the 9.30 to Spoleto, changing 
at FoUgno where we thought of a certain 
good lunch and dinner. We got to Spoleto 
at 11.30, and drove up to the hotel, which 
is an old palace with big rooms, timbered 
dark halls piled with caskets, old furniture 
and old pottery and pictures. (Going from 
Assisi to Spoleto, hot and siunmery, the 
cornfields were full of glorious poppies. 
One field was a soUd mass of scarlet.) Far 
the best thing in Spoleto is the ravine and 
aqueduct. 

Wednesday, [May 16th], it rained again, 
but, in spite of conflicting opinions, we took 
the 11.20 on to Temi, and had limch at the 
very gloomy hotel there. After limch, we 



Digitized by 



Google 



126 ELEANOR BOIES TILESTON [1906 

started off for the falls, about four and a 
half miles. It's a lovely drive, a httle up 
hill, into the mountains, and all at once you 
come upon the falls, with spray and roar of 
water. It was pouring, so the spray didn't 
make much difference, but they are wonder- 
fully fine. In the first place, the situation is 
most beautiful, a high cliff set with green 
trees and rocks, and such a leap, straight 
down into a bowl, from which the spray rises 
continually. The noise is very great, and 
I was surprised to see so much water there. 

We took the 6.03 to Nami, a few miles 
beyond. It's a long drive up to the town, 
and in the town bus, crowded and jolty, it 
seemed endless. We got to the hotel at 
about 7.30, a funny Uttle place on the edge 
of a cliff, with a bully view from our windows 
of a big ravine, and moimtains. It was very 
cold there; we had hot-water bottles, as usual, 
and managed to keep warm. 

[The next day, the 17th, they went on to Orvieto.J 

It was 6 P.M. when we got started for the 
cathedral. You approach it by a narrow 
street, a turn brings it before you, a blaze of 
glory in the setting sim, mosaics glittering, 
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and the whole a rich brown. It is really 
marvellous, a glistening jewel. The fagade 
rises symmetrically and naturally to its 
crowning pinnacle, the Madonna, I think. 
Inside it's a Uttle bare, and I don't love the 
black and white stripes, but there's a certain 
beauty about it. We came back at ten the 
next morning, and spent a long time in the 
Signorelli chapel. I do think those are the 
most wonderful frescoes there are — next 
to Michael Angelo's — especially the Resur- 
rection of the dead, with such superb nude 
figures struggling up from the earth, one 
with his hand on his knee, and the other 
raising him up, another lifting himself up 
on his elbows, and two behind, embracing. 
Hell is a trifle confused, with SignoreUi's 
wife on the back of a demon, flying down in 
the foreground. In Paradise there are splen- 
did angels, one in yellow bending over to time 
her guitar, and the angels with trumpets 
in the Resurrection are glorious strong 
creatures. 

We took the 4.46 to Siena, getting there 
at 9.30, and changing at Chiusi. 

Simday morning. May 20th, we went to 
the cathedral with its sugar-cake fagade 
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and rich warm zebra-like interior. After 
you get a little accustomed to the black 
and white it's not half bad, and there are 
splendid vistas across the central space 
before the altar, where the pillars cluster 
thickly. 

In the splendid library, one glow of color, 
with the frescoes of Pinturicchio of the life 
of iEneas Silvius Piccolomini, afterward 
Pope Pius III, we found the Hallowells, 
and discovered that they were going home 
on the eighth of June from Genoa, and I 
could go with them, [in order to go to the 
Putnam camp]. That was rather upsetting, 
and I could hardly concentrate my mind 
on the pictures. 

The illuminated manuscripts are wond^- 
ful, such enchanting borders with butter- 
flies, monkeys, birds, etc., creeping about 
in the flowers, one darling saint in red tight 
trousers, and a close-fitting red cap. Death 
with his sickle and long, flowing hair, and 
other joys. In a chapel, now full of scaf- 
folding, and very dark, kneels that adorable 
knight by Pinturicchio, the best thing he 
ever did, with his sweet steadfast face, and 
the pretty landscape. 
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Begiiming Monday, I took six lessons 
in book-binding and stamping leather, at 
Giuseppe Castellani's, opposite the Belle 
Arti. It's very good fun ; I should like to 
go on with it. I bound two books in vellum 
and two in stamped leather. The stamping 
is rather fatiguing. 

May 25th, we took the 10.36 train on to 
Poggibonsi, left most of our luggage there, 
and drove to San Gemignano. It was a 
perfect day, deliciously warm, the coimtry 
was lovely, cypresses and stone pines against 
the sky, locusts, grapevines, oh, we were 
happy ! 

We reached San Cremignano at one, after 
walking up hill the last part of the way. 
After lunch at the Leon Bianco, we started 
out, without Mamma, to explore a little. 
The town is pretty clean, and positively 
bristling with towers. You can't take a 
step without seeing one to greet you at 
the end of the street. In the piazza you see 
about six. They are all old, mostly part in 
ruins, with flowers and grass growing out of 
crevices, and birds always swooping aroimd. 

In the Pinacoteca of the nice old Palazzo 
Podestd, are a couple of circular pictures by 
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Filippino Lippi, the Annunciation. The one 
on the left, the angel Gabriel kneeling, with 
his sunset-colored wings and pure face, is 
most beautiful. 

Mamma and I had tea at the hotel, and 
then started off to drive to Santa Maria 
Assunta, several miles off. We soon over- 
took Edith and Amelia, and I walked with 
Bob the rest of the way. The church is 
adorable, a little old simple place, without 
transepts or tower, on the edge of a hill, 
with an avenue of rather ragged cypresses 
leading up to it. Inside it's as nice as nice, 
rounded arches, brown pillars, and a Nor- 
man, (or Romanesque?) apse. We were 
taken out into a garden of roses, and saw 
the back of the church, in a cornfield, and 
below white oxen working in a field, and the 
towers of San Gemignano in the distance. 
Then the others drove back, and I waited 
while Bob made a sketch. It was getting 
late, the last Ught was on the beautiful hills 
between us and the sun, and it was getting 
a httle cool. Men and women were coming 
back from their day in the fields, some carry- 
ing loads of faggots, etc. It was the time 
of the day. We didn't start for home till 
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almost seven, and then we hustled. The 
mountains were exquisite, deep blue in the 
east and south. A rosy flush was over 
everything. We passed an old woman carry- 
ing a load of sticks, and a boy and girl with 
a few sheep. It grew more and more lovely 
behind us, the clear yellow sky and pink 
clouds, till we got back at quarter of eight. 
Every one was out; the Italians have too 
much sense to stay indoors at simset. 

The next morning, we left at ten, and went 
trotting down hill, through the pleasant 
wooded hills, in the pleasant simmier weather, 
back to cities and trunks! Our train left 
at 11.30, and got in to Florence at 2.20. 

The next six days until we left on Friday, 
June 1st, were mostly spent in shopping and 
trying on. Simday we went to San Marco, 
with all those bare little cells, and Fra 
AngeUco's saintly frescoes, and Savonarola's 
cell, and Uttle room where he wrote, with his 
crucifix, hair shirt, etc. Then we trotted 
over to the Academy, BotticeUi's adorable 
dancing angels and Spring, and ended up at 
the chapel of the Medici — ''Day'' is too 
wonderful for words, especially seen from 
the steps of the altar. 
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Finally, after no end of last things, we got all 
packed up, and departed for Bologna at 10.30, 
on Friday, [June 1st] getting there at 2.45. 

We left for Venice at three [on Saturday] 
and got there at half-past seven. 

Sunday was Whitsiuiday, also Statuto. 
Bob and I went in to St. Mark's for a while, 
with service going on, that radiant church 
with the golden mosaics, and dear wavy 
pavement. It has a charm of its own ; one 
has to love it, whether or not you prefer 
tall gray Gothic cathedrals to its rich roimded 
beauty. Then we went by crooked paths 
to San Giorgio Schiavoni, the sweet little 
chapel with my St. George charging his 
accommodatingly open-mouttied dragon, and 
St. Jerome in his cell, and exhibiting his 
Uon, etc. Those pictures are a joy forev^. 
One never tires of them. 

In the afternoon, Manuna and I went out 
to the lido, had ices on the caf6 piazza, and 
watched the bathers. Our old friend, the 
rotund man, with remarkably little on, wsa 
there, parading up and down, a Bedouin- 
like creature who stalked about in a queer 
straw hat and a sheet, and a woman who 
rolled and plunged like a seal. 
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Monday I went to the Academy, Titian's 
glorious Assumption, the Bellinis and Car- 
paccios. It was cloudy that evening, and 
we didn't go on the Grand Canal, but I 
woke at two, and it had all cleared oflf, the 
full moon was a little above S. Maria Salute, 
and it shone very white, with the mass of 
black gondolas near us, absolute mirror- 
like calm on the lagoon reflecting little soft 
clouds, and S. Giorgio with its campanile 
darkly reflected on the water. The calm 
was almost imearthly; then came the song 
and mandolin of some late wanderer. 

Wednesday, [June 6th], we went to San 
Giovanni e Paolo, with the tombs of the 
doges, beautiful bas-reliefs in the chapel of 
the Rosary, and, best of all, Bartolonmieo 
Colleoni frowning down from his high pedes- 
tal, clear cut against the sky. We went 
on by the lagoon in sight of the glorious 
Dolomites, — lost to me ! — to the Madonna 
dell' Orto, with Tintoretto's chef-d'oeuvre, 
the Presentation of the Virgin, with its 
splendid women's figures, and dusky creatures 
crouched against the wall. Unframed, set 
in a side chapel in an out-of-the-way church, 
it's radiant with beauty. 
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We went out again in the evening, the 
moon was glorious, coming out of the clouds 
sometimes, sometimes hidden. The Ducal 
Palace was hke fairyland, pale white, with 
the lights of the Riva thrown back brighter 
by the dark water. We stayed some time 
by the San Marco boat; they sang, very 
well, selections from operas. I do adore 
drifting about in a gondola in the moon- 
light. What does it matter, what does any- 
thing matter? 

Tuesday night, when the rain came sud- 
denly, all the crowd of gondolas came scoot- 
ing down, prow on, like silent dark moths. 

Thursday morning, June 7th, I took the 
9.30 to Milan. I reached Genoa at 7.20 
P.M., left Genoa, Jime 8th, at a little after 
5 P.M. on the Canopic. Saturday was the 
9th of June, and my twentieth birth-day, the 
first spent away from my family, and, I 
hope, the last. 

Sunday was lovely, and quite hot. I 
decked myself in white, and went ashore at 
ten [at Palermo]. We drove first to the 
Duomo, porphyry sarcophagi, and a priest 
with a black wig tied on with a bow; and 
the Cappella Palatina, the most exquisite 
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little place I ever saw. It's small, and every 
inch, (except low down on the aisles,) is 
covered with mosaics, old and glittering. 
Service was going on, and the air was heavy 
with incense. 

We went on from there to San Giovanni 
Eremiti, with the same old guardian who 
was there seven years ago. The garden was 
full of brilliant flowers, and the pretty ruined 
cloisters were all overgrown with roses and 
green things. I'm particularly fond of those 
cloisters; they just appeal to me. 

Monday morning [Jime 11th] we came in 
to Naples at about eight, but it was very 
misty, so you couldn't see much. Later 
it was glorious, — Vesuvius much lower 
since the eruption; the top looks as if its 
head had been blown oflf. 

Tuesday, I went ashore with the Hallo- 
wells, and we took the 11.18 Circmnvesu- 
viana to Ottajano, reached there at 12.30. 
The country all around Ottajano is buried 
deep in ashes, everything is covered with a 
smooth gray siuiace, and the trees are dug 
out so that they shan't be killed by it. We 
took a guide, who led us round the town, 
ploughing through the du3t and cinders. 
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sometimes on a level with the second-story 
windows, sometimes seeing half the door 
unbnried. All the roofs have fallen in, 
leaving the walls standing, and the houses 
full of rubbish and debris. We passed one 
chiu'ch, unhurt except for the fallen roof, 
with the floor cleared, where a priest was 
going in, and a cat stood in front of the altar. 
Some distance away on a hill surroimded 
by ash-covered vineyards, is San Francesco, 
the walls there, and the roof of one chapel, 
preserved somehow. There was a statue 
of St. Michael, with a fresh rose stuck in 
his hand by some grateful soul. The nave 
and aisle were heaped high with timber and 
cinders, some beams still left were hanging 
very perilously, the confessional boxes had 
their roofs stoved in, and were half full of 
ashes, altar-pieces were imhurt, but dirty, 
with statues of the Madonna and Child 
with their heads knocked oflf. It was utter 
ruin. 

We went back by the main street, deep 
in ashes, with people working at it, glimpses 
into houses, beggars asking for money. 
Further on, was a crowd of men and girls 
filling trucks on rails with the cinders. 
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The men filled baskets, and the girls put 
them on their heads, ran across the road, 
emptied them into the truck, and ran back. 
Just as we passed, one truck was filled, — 
apparently they'd been racing, — and they 
all cheered and laughed and clapped their 
hands. They were uncommonly cheerful, 
and such pretty girls! We changed at 
Poggiomarino, and waited a little while, 
then got a train to Boscotrecase. The 
road goes around Vesuvius, behind it, sweeps 
down near the coast past Pompeii, in sight 
of the mountains. We got two wretched 
little carriages at the station and drove 
to the village, not far at all, where the lava 
stream came down from Vesuvius on the 
9th (?) of April. It is a huge stream, black 
and ugly, curving down from the mountain, 
carrying ruin where it went, and leaving 
untouched houses a few yards from its path. 
It reminded me of a dark unsightly glacier. 
We went on the lava, which is still hot, and 
picked up pieces covered with white crystals, 
almost too hot to hold. If was hard to 
realize how deep the stream was, in some 
places over the roofs of the houses. Near 
the church, surrounded by lava, which had 
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even flowed in at the door, but left it stand- 
ing, men were hacking away at the mass of 
lava, a deep compact hxmk. Farther on 
there was another stream, more houses 
destroyed, and vineyards gone, and we went 
into one house, and at the back had a splen- 
did view of the bay, the lovely Calabrian 
mountains and the coast, Capri pale blue, 
the green fields, and then the ugly lava 
stream, and Vesuvius gray and menacing 
right above us. The impression you get at 
Ottajano and Boscotrecase is of ugly utter 
desolation. 

It's not picturesque or romantic ; it's hot, 
and dirty, and imattractive. We came back 
at six looking like Ottajano and Bosco, hot, 
dirty, and unattractive. I felt positively 
choked with it. We got back to the steamer 
at 3.15, pretty tired, but very well satisfied. 

Wednesday we left at seven o'clock p.m., 
leaving Vesuvius with a cloud hanging over 
it, and, after supper passed Ischia in the 
half darkness. Last of Italy — I felt very 
sad. 

Sunday [Jime 17] was still fine and calm. 
I'attended Divine Service — hustled through 
by the Purser — in the morning, and a 
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hymn service with short address by Mr. 
Shippen in the afternoon, surely a day well 
spent. 

To H. B. H. Cataumet, July 21st. 

I think you are very remiss not to write 
to me now that I'm an exile in my native 
land, minus my family till the first of 
October. 

I landed the twenty-fifth of June, and 
Friday of that week, we went up to Putnam 
Camp. I had a perfectly wonderful time, 
and, if I once got started, I should keep on 
forever, and you would be horribly bored. 
I came down three moimtains without a 
trail, and that is more fim than a little. 
You drop from tree to tree, crawl along 
slippery ledges, hanging on by your teeth, 
and shde down steep moss-covered rocks. 
Once, coming down Gothics, we found a 
thirty or forty foot very steep chute, and 
we sat down and went zipping into a heav- 
enly cold pool, in all over! It was the 
most delicious sensation I ever had. 

Then the day we left, a choice few got up 
at foiu", walked down to Keene Valley, got 
some nice little Western horses, and went for 
a wonderful wild ride up to the lakes. I'd 
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never ridden astride before, except once or 
twice at a gentle trot, and you should have 
seen me racing up those hills, clinging franti- 
cally to the saddle, hair streaming over my 
shoulders, and happy — ! Was I lame? 
Well, rather! and I acquired a strained 
ankle, which was more than unhappy, that 
night on the sleeper. 

To H. B. H. October 15th. 

We are out in our old place in Milton, 
and find it very attractive indeed, but, as 
we have no horses, much less automobiles, 
I shan't be altogether sorry when we move 
in town in about a month. 

I appear on the stage shortly in the chorus 
of ''The Sphinx," which is going to be 
given for the Ellis Memorial. 

I have yet to discover my true vocation 
in life, so when people say, ''What are you 
going to do this winter?" I look annoyed, 
and answer that I really don't know. 

Just now, I am very deep, almost over 
my head, in fact, in Professor James' " Varie- 
ties of Rehgious Experience" and, though 
parts of it are quite beyond me, I find it 
very interesting. Buddha, for instance, who, 
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incarnated as a hare, jumps into a fire to 
cook himself for a meal for a beggar, first 
shaking himself thoroughly, so that the 
little animals in his coat shouldn't be burned I 
Very decent of him, wasn't it? 
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To H. B. H. Brierfield, Milton, April 14th. 
I am crazy to go on for Lady Day on the 
23rd, but, isn't it sickening, I pass through 
New York on the 22nd, and can't possibly 
stay on, on account of the Vincent, which 
has its dress rehearsal Tuesday, and then 
the three performances on Wednesday, Thurs- 
day, and Friday. I am a Pierrette in a 
chorus of eight. The costmnes are attrac- 
tive, and I think it ought to make rather a hit. 

To H. B. H. 1432 Pine St., Philadelphia, April 16th. 
My small nephew just asked, ''How long 
are you going to stay. Aunt Eleanor?'' 
''Six days," said I. " Six days is a long time,'' 
he miumured! Sometimes 'tis and some- 
times 'tisn't. 

June 12th, Milton. 
Our latest acquisition is a kitten, small 
and charming, but Dick objects, and life 
is a terrible strain keeping him from flying 
at her. 
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To H. B. H. Bar Harbor, Maine, July 23rd. 

Speechyfiing — or speechifying or how- 
ever do you spell it? Are you? I am 
overcome with awe and am trying to make 
my added respect show in my handwrit- 
ing. 

I've been up here for ten days, having 
a glorious time, driving, fishing, playing 
tennis, and floating over my beloved sea, 
which I haven't been near for so long. The 
first time I went fishing^ I distinguished my- 
self by catching a pollock, two floimders, a 
sea-cucmnber, a star-fish, and — a lobster! 
He came up clawing wildly, to every one's 
great astonishment, for apparently no one 
ever caught a lobster on a line that way 
before. It was uncommonly good, I don't 
mind telling you. 



To H. B. H. Bramble Patch, Cataumet, October 7th. 

It is simply glorious down here, cool and 
clear and bracing, and I cherish each fleet- 
ing moment. (That sounds rather well, eh 
what?) Edith and I still go in swimming 
before breakfast, though it is uncommonly 
cold, and takes all one's nerve. 
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Same. Brierfield, Milton, December 16th. 
We're expecting small Richard Edsall 
any day ; he is coming to spend the winter 
here, as Philadelphia does not agree. Quite 
a pleasant addition. I enjoy him greatly, 
and with the puppy, cat, Dick, horses, and 
a baby, we shall be well set up for country 
life. 

Same. Brierfield, Milton, Dec. 26th. 

The ''Botticelli" was an imexpected pleas- 
ure, and I was ever so much pleased. He is 
just about my favorite painter, and the 
book is charming. Thank you ever so 
much. I've had a sufficiently nice Christ- 
mas; a glorious ride this morning — you 
never saw such a day — was the best. I 
attended a small family dinner, received a 
few not too exciting presents, and ate much 
turkey. Little Richard opening his presents, 
and admiring his three-foot tree, was great 
fun, he enjoyed it so. The child talks the 
most enormous amount now, calls me '* Aimtie 
Lo," with a lingering inflection on the ''Lo," 
is as cheerful as can be, and has won all our 
hearts. My puppy has grown tremendously ; 
so has the kitten. The live stock in the 
barn appear to stay the same size from week 
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to week, which I find rather restful. My 
studio is not much furnished, but rather 
attractive to my mind. I'm having a vaca- 
tion in bookbinding just now, which I do 
dislike. I find that ''now the hurly burly's 
done," I am rather weary. Methinks I will 
go to bed. 
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^To H. B. H. Brierfield, Milton, Jan. 27th, 1908. 

You are a gay deceiver. I thought you 
were coming on after Christmas. I sup- 
pose you will say it is still ''after Christmas,'' 
and so it is, but don't go on that principle. 

Did you ever see such charmingly un- 
seasonable weather ? Edith and I ride horse- 
back every day, and regularly perish of the 
heat — imberuf en — I hear the wind howling 
outside, it may fool me yet. 

My puppy is sick just now, which is 
always alarming, as we know nothing about 
dogs, and are inclined to worry if they 
sneeze, or jiunp and change feet. I don't 
think Winket is very ill though, but she 
looks very sweet in a flannel jacket, and is 
fed with cough medicine. 

To M. T. E. Brierfield, Milton, April 13th. 
Dearest Gretel, 

I suppose even oflf in ''Philadelphia' 
the fire is being talked about. It certainly 
was the most wonderful sight I ever expect 
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to see. I went, as you know, with C. B., and 
was on my feet steadily from three to nine« 
We took a ferry to East Boston, got the 
last one before they stopped running, and 
walked to the water facing Chelsea. We 
met wagons with people escaping with their 
belongings, one man with a hen imder each 
arm, and crowds flocking from all directions. 
When we came out on the water, we saw 
part of the city opposite in flames, buildings 
crashing, flames sweeping down to the 
wharves. In a few ihinutes, all the buildings 
along the water wer6 blazing, and himdreds 
of barrels filled with tar caught, and made 
the most tremendous fire you can imagine. 
The sound of the flames was a roar like 
thimder for a couple of hours, and every 
now and then an oil tank would explode, 
and send up a solid mass of flame a couple 
of hundred feet high, and all the time tre- 
mendous volumes of black smoke. A barge 
covered with tar barrels caught fire, and was 
carried down stream by the wind. A tug 
tried to carry it off, but it burned too quickly, 
and they had to give up trying, and it drifted 
down to the Standard Oil wharves, and set 
East Boston going. 
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Then came the most spectacular scene of 
all — imagine the city behind blazing here and 
there, a Une of water front a mile long on 
fire, clouds of black smoke filling part of the 
sky — then an enormous oil tank was over- 
turned, the oil poured out, and, in a few 
seconds, all along on the water was a wall of 
fire fifty feet high being swiftly carried down 
stream. It was simply stupendous. 

We wandered about for hours, seeing all 
kinds of things, getting quite hardened to 
explosions and terrific blazes, ordered about 
by policemen, feeding sugar to fire-engine 
horses, sometimes in smoke so thick and 
black that in broad dayUght you couldn't 
see two yards ahead. Once, when the smoke 
was thick like that, and a shower of sparks 
was falling, fire-engines came tearing down 
the street in the darkness, and it was just 
like an extraordinary nightinare. 

I can't begin to give you an idea of it. 
It was unbeUevable. 

Anything dirtier than we were when we 
got home I have never seen, and that was 
after washing at a fountain in the middle 
of a large square in East Boston! I cer- 
tainly had the time of my young life. 
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Edith and Amelia are going to Chel- 
sea to-morrow to help. Amelia was there 
to-day. 

ToH.B. H. Brierfield, Milton, May 12th. 
I couldn't for the life of me remember 
whether I'd written to you lately, telling 
about the Chelsea fire, and my experiences 
there, and afterwards investigating cases, and 
doing a little of everything. It was a very- 
strenuous time, with the Vincent following 
close on its heels, and then, a couple of days 
after, the hilarious dinner which closed 
the Vincent season. I fell off my horse, 
and got a mild concussion of the brain, 
from which I am now recovering. That is 
the story of my life up to date. The fall 
wasn't bad in itself. I got off to get my hat, 
and, in mounting, the horse started before 
I got my leg over the pommel, cantered, 
and quite soon I left her, and lighted more 
or less on my head. I had no memory 
till the next day, and spent some time in 
bed, but I'm practically well now. But I 
must stop, my head's tired, and you don't 

want to find an addled 

Eleanor. 
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Same. May 17th, Milton. 
My head is all right, only I have to be 
very good, and not do much. I have been 
fearing a relapse all day, for last night I 
was foolish enough to read a page of a story 
by Henry James, and was completely ex- 
hausted in consequence. But I seem to be 
doing nicely, and shall avoid anything of the 
kind in future. 

Same. Milton, May 26th. 
The concush is all right again, and I am 
allowed to do anything I Uke, so I ride gaily 
and daily. 

Same. Milton, June 11th. 

I had the most glorious time at Cataumet, 
swimming, sailing, lying in the sun, and 
listening to the two sounds I love best, the 
wind, and the waves. I had a moonlight 
sail Sunday evening, (there were five of us), 
that was too wonderful for anything; it was 
blowing very hard, great big waves, and 
siich a moon ! 

Bookbinding is over for the season, after 
a long strenuous day yesterday. I left home 
at eight, and got back at 6.40, — and I feel 
rather lost. But we are going down Mon- 
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day to Cataumet until the end of July, 
so there is something in store for me. We 
miss Richard horribly ; he's down at Catau- 
met, quite mad about his brother John, and 
utteriy ignoring his devoted aunts. It's a 
hard life. 

I went down to Wonderiand last night, and 
would hate to say when we got back. It 
was getting on. Short of Coney, Wonder- 
land suits me. I shot the chutes — adored 
it! — swung in the airship, went over the 
Scenic railway, with my heart fluttering in 
my mouth, and a strong and not always 
overcome desire to scream, and generally 
did things up. 

Same. Bramble Patch, Cataumet, June 29th. 

It must be too unpleasant for words in 
New York, an arid desert, without a friend. 
But it can't be as black as you paint it. 
I'm sure there are oases in the desert. 
Yes, without wishing to rub it in at all, I 
have been sailing, and swimming, and keeping 
cool. 

There really is very little to tell, as 
far as outside things go. I do the regu- 
lation things, and, incidentally, am turning 
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into quite a domestic little seamstress. I 
know a needle now when I see it, and al- 
most never shy. 

Richard grows daily more adorable. He 
chats on like this, without encouragement. 
''Tennis racket is very heavy. Auntie Lo, 
help you carry it to Grandear." "You 
and me go and pick another daisy for Gran- 
dear." ' ' Here comes pupsy. Cimning, sweet 
little pupsy!" (Patronizingly to Winket, 
who towers above him.) I wish he were 
mine. 

ToH. B. H. Brierfield, Milton, October 3rd. 
Since the wedding, I've been in a semi- 
paralyzed state, unable to keep at anything. 
I took advantage of the slack season to be a 
little sick, and spent many pleasant hours 
in bed, partly, I am afraid, because I lacked 
the energy to get up. 

To Edith Enstis. 
R. M. 8. Ivemia, Nov. 3rd, 4.16 p.m. 

Darling Bob, 

Pangs of homesickness are shooting through 
me, but, most of all, I miss thee, oh, but 
horribly ! ^^ To be going abroad without my 
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Bob nearly kills me. But there is a certain 
excitement about it after all. 

The Ivemia is so different from the White 
Star boats; she seems small and odd. I 
can't find more than a very few books, but 
perhaps they will last. There are about 
twenty-eight passengers, I beUeve. I hope 
I don't take a violent dislike to any of them ; 
it would be hard to avoid any one. The 
familiar smells, boats tooting down the harbor, 
etc., are exciting me greatly. I must go and 
explore a little. 

Later — we're really off — going down the 
harbor out into — what ? All, kinds of things 
may happen. 

Journal. Thursday, November 12th, I was 
up betimes at 5.45, packed and got up on deck 
at 6.30. Liverpool was exquisite, the sun 
not up, gray, soft, misty effects, boats, 
churches, everything Uke a nocturne. We 
took the train at 9.10 to Oxford. It was 
a perfect day, warm, delicious, and the 
English country was so adorable, everything 
very green, enchanting thatched cottages, 
hedges, flocks of sheep browsing under big 
trees; it was all so different and exciting. 

We stayed a week in Oxford, saw most 



Digitized by 



Google 



154 ELEANOR BOIES TILESTON [1008 

of the colleges. Tuesday afternoon, I went 
alone to vespers at Magdalen, sitting out- 
side, and Wednesday with Mamma, C, 
Mr. Lee, and an old man, in the chapel 
itself. It was absolutely perfect, deep comfy 
choir-stalls, huge soft cushions for the big 
prayer books, a charming little chapel, and 
such heavenly music, "Lord, now lettest 
Thou Thy servant depart in peace" — Oh, 
it would be comparatively easy to be good 
if one could go to Vespers at Magdalen every 
day. 

Thursday, November 26th, [after a week 
in London], we took the 9 o'clock train from 
Charing Cross, reached Dover at 10.45, left 
at 11.20, reached Calais at 12.35. It was 
Thanksgiving Day, but none of the pas- 
sengers seemed very thankful, in fact, they 
mostly appeared quite unhappy. It was 
rather rough, and I learned more about 
mal-de-mer in an hour than on many Atlan- 
tic voyages. Not from personal experience, 
though. We left Calais at 1.15, had a 
good lunch on the train, and arrived in 
Paris at 4.45. I put Mamma and the 
hand luggage in a cab, and went with the 
porter to find the trunks, and get them 
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through the customs. It was dark, confused, 
and noisy, I felt aknost lonely, but had no 
trouble. 

Monday, [Nov. 30th], I took my first 
lesson [in bookbinding and tooling] at M. 
Domont's, 11 rue de Buci, off the Boulevard 
St. Germain, — next tram stop beyond St. 
Germain des Pr^. M. Domont is stoutish, 
moustached, middle-aged, always wears a 
little black cap, smokes a long clay pipe, 
calls me ''mon enfant," ''petite diable," 
or "petite follette," and is very genial and 
French. It's a funny little dark place, 
lined with tools. I enjoy the work vastly. 

Friday evening, December 4th, we went 
to a Concert Rouge, rue Toumon, a small 
place, where the men smoke and keep their 
hats on, and you sip cr6me de menthe, and 
listen to excellent music. Schubert's Unfin- 
ished Symphony was heavenly, the Rosa- 
munde is a dream, and Schiunann's Reverie 
is adorable. We sat entranced. 

Saturday, December 5th, we moved to 
Miss Castri's, 4 rue Marbeuf, where we 
inhabit a palatial salon-bedroom (8 francs). 

We have been doing various things in the 
afternoon, the Louvre, Luxembourg, errands. 
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etc. The 16th was a lovely wann day, and 
we took the boat to the Sainte Chapelle, 
which is most beautiful, a blaze of color, 
and then to Notre Dame. I love Notre 
Dame outside and in, especially when you 
first go in, and it seems quite dark. 

To M. T. E. Paris, Dec. dth. 
The other day, when Mamma and I were 
in the Place de TOp^ra, we heard a funny 
buzzy sound, and, following other people's 
example, looked up. There, soaring over 
the houses, was an air ship, a "dirigible.'' 
It gave me the queerest sensation to see it 
circling about, perfectly at home up there. 
You really felt as if nothing was impossible 
now. Every one stood with their noses in 
the air for a long time after it had disappeared, 
waiting to see it again, and, in a few minutes, 
we saw it again, farther off, very leisurely 
and calm-looking. They are certainly ex- 
traordinary. 

To E. E. 4 rue Marbeuf, Paris, Christmas. 
Darling Bob, 

It seems so unnatural to have Christmas 
without thee. I hope it will never happen 
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again. I missed thee dreadfully getting 
the presents, and filling the stockings, and, 
still more, opening them, which we did in 
Manmia's bed at quarter past two this morn- 
ing, after getting back from the midnight 
mass. Let me tell you the surprises I found 
in mine. A hatpin, a large open-work one, 
very pretty, from Mary (she doesn't know 
it, but the price was quite low). A gold 
spangled purse to take in the evening when 
we go out to the theatre or opera, just what 
I want and need. I can't imagine how Santa 
Claus knew. A beautiful lace jabot from 
Mamma, in three layers, and very long, most 
handsome. Three sticks of barley candy, 
candied fruit, and an orange in the toe! 
I hope you had half as nice a one. Then 
the real surprise came at breakfast, which 
we had when we got back from the 8.30 
service. Mariette brought in a package, 
evidently flowers, and my astonishment 

was great. They were from ; wasn't 

it sweet of him, and how do you suppose he 
managed it? They are delicious red roses, 
and make the room look so pretty. 

Well, to go back to the midnight mass. I 
had tickets admitting us to the nave. We 
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got there at ten minutes past eleven, took 
our places in a long queue, and froze for 
twenty-five minutes, but got in all right, and 
got seats about halfway up. Saint Eustache 
is a big church, very high, and very gray, 
the way I like it, and though the Gothic is 
very bad, the effect with the hundreds of 
lights and the crowd of people was most 
impressive. The "Noel," simg by a very 
good tenor from the Opera, was simply 
wonderful, with the choir coming in on the 
chorus. I believe it is the one sung in 
"Trilby" at the Madeleine. The violin 
things were exquisite, and the organ is great. 
We left after the "Adeste Fideles," which 
was lovely, got a cab, and were home a 
little before two. 

We were up at the screech this morning, 
went to service at 8.30, and I went again 
at 10.30 at the American church. 

I'm loving mit you a lot to-night, and I 
want thee more than words can say. If the 
door would only open, and you walk in, 
with F. at yoiu" heels ! Happy man ! 

Well, its almost 1909. It seems as if it 
couldn't have so many surprises coming as 
1908, but I suppose "you never can tell." 
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To E. E. 4 rue Marbeuf, Paris, Jan. 2nd. 
Darling Bob, 

Our hearts were gladdened by your letter 
from the Inland Sea, etc., which came by 
Siberia in twenty-two days — quite a quick- 
ness. Tuesday was the day we had our 
first snowstorm, and I enjoyed it vastly. 
It was quite thick, four inches fell, and it 
seemed quite like home. But imagine oiu* 
astonishment when, in the paper the next 
morning, we found that it was the worst 
snow-storm for thirty years! And Paris 
was so completely paralyzed and dismayed 
that even now the streets are in bad condi- 
tion, and for a couple of days nothing but 
the M6tro was sure to get you anywhere. 
I waited thirty-five minutes for the tram 
to take me home Wednesday, and finally 
came by auto bus and M6tro, miles out of 
my way. It is absurd, the fuss they make 
about a little snow. 

Isn't the Messina earthquake horrible? 
It is the worst they have ever had anjrwhere, 
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apparently^ except perhaps Lisbon. Such 
wholesale destruction takes one's breath 
away, — it is harder to realize than if five 
hundred had been killed in New York. 
There seems to be something always doing 
m Italy. 

The weather the last few days has been 
simply horrible, a slough of despond under- 
foot, fog, melting snow, and rain. 

ToR. E.T. Paris, Jan. 7th. 

My binding, or rather, toolmg lessons con- 
tmue to be full of charm. I wish I could 
always go there, but live at home. Paris 
has great fascination I think; in the fog, 
there are lovely effects; after dark, the 
river is enchantmg, with the Ughts on the 
banks, the little steamers, bridges, and Eiffel 
Tower soaring daintily up into the clouds; 
all the time there is something charming. 

To-day was the most beautiful day I ever 
saw, warm as April, and the excitement of 
seeing the sun almost mtoxicated me. 

It sometimes comes over me how awfully 
lucky I am to be here, with the Louvre to 
run into any spare moment, all the museums, 
shops, operas, caf6s, everything that there 
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isn't at home. And again I think home is 
quite a nice place. But I'm glad I'm here. 

Journal. Wednesday, January 6th, I took 
two tooling lessons, and, coming home on top 
of a tram, the conductor suddenly gave two 
yells, and flew down-stairs. We stopped sud- 
denly, everyone leaped to the railing like a 
well-trained chorus, and we f oimd that we had 
hit a man on a bicycle cart, but he was not 
hurt. 

Then, Mamma and I started for the opera 
in the evening, and as we came down the 
rue Frangois Premier, I saw an automobile 
tearing along the Avenue Montaigne, and 
about to cross us, but I saw that it wouldn't 
have time to get by. We collided; they 
went up on the sidewalk, and we were 
swerved roimd. I jumped out, the cabman 
and the chauffeur used some rapid warm 
language, a gendarme appeared, and a 
small crowd collected, but we were not 
injured at all, so we went on. The occupant 
of the motor hoped we were not hurt, and 
I was quite angry, and said it was not his 
chauffeur's fault that we were not. He was 
most reckless, as they all are. Coming home 
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from the opera, it had been raining, and the 
streets. Were frightfully slippery, we came at 
a walk most of the way, and even so the 
horse was completely down twice, and slip- 
ping all the time. 

• To E. E. Paris, January 23rd. 

I am learning my way roimd Paris lately, 
finding out how places connect, and really 
feel quite at home. I go roimd just as if it 
were Boston, and never get spoken to. I'm 
so glad I am not conspicuous looking, — 
some girls seem to be spoken to all the time, 
but Mousie trots along imnoticed. 

My cold is much better, almost well. I 
have had an impressive cough the last few 
days, which roused great sympathy, and 
was no trouble to me to do. 

Whenever Mamma and I have nothing 
else to do, we always fall back on the Louvre ; 
it is wonderful to have it right in one's yard 
almost — via a tram. 

What are you and F. planning for next 
summer? I think we shall be at Cataumet 
— think of the bliss of our all being together 
and sailing on the dear old bay ! Cataumet 
and Cortina for me ! Do you suppose we'll 
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ever go a-climbing there in the shadow of 
Tofana and Cristallo? I pine to go back 
there. 

To E. E. Paris, January 29th. 

Yesterday, we went to Gluck's Orphie, 
the most exquisitely staged yet, and such 
lovely music, so beautifully simg. I wish 
thee could have been there. 

My lectures at the Louvre are getting 
more and more interesting. M. Reinach is 
now on Veronese, and I expect soon to be 
able to tell his work from his pupils. 

-- ... ToE. E. Paris, February 6th. 

MaMie, 

Another month flying past, another month 
nearer seeing my Bob. 

I do so wish thee and F. were here. 
Wouldn't we have a jolly time, strolling along 
the Boulevards after dark, going to the Folies 
BergSres, Op^raComique, the Louvre, shop- 
ping ! I feel ever so much at home here 
now, and I don't believe I shall ever quite 
lose the feeling that you get when you've 
lived in a place. Paris early in the morning, 
very misty along the river, Paris late in 
the afternoon with the twinkling lights and 
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whirl of traffic, Paris cold and gray, Paris 
warm and gay — I enjoy it all. 

I have had my handwriting read by Mr. 
Bartlett, a man on the steamer, who is 
studying with a very wonderful French 
woman, and some of the things are very 
amusing; some are quite true. You will 
be glad to hear that I have a most interest- 
ing Venture, fine intelligence, a man's brain, 
much self-control, disposition dominatrice, 
(poor little me!) to direct and control, am 
extremely economical (you bet!) and ne 
sait pas s'habiller! That was the finishing 
touch, — don't you call . it insulting? 

I went to a lecture at the Sorbonne to-day 
in French, about Jacopo Bellini, father of 
Giovanni and Gentile, but I didn't learn 
much. For the first time, almost, I was 
really stared at. A man turned sideways 
and rubbered at me till I wondered whether 
my hair was coming down, my hat was on 
crooked, or my nose was out of joint, but 
I decided it was a complimentary stare, as 
I couldn't find anjrthing radically wrong 
when I got out. 

Good-night, my own, thy Chub adores 
thee, though my handwriting shows that I 
have no heart. 
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T. X i_ 1 ^ J To E. E. Paris, February 7th. 

Best beloved, 

Thy letter from Nankin came this morn- 
ing to gladden our hearts. Your Christmas 
soimds very nice, with twenty men to dance 
and dine with, a ride, and stockings. 

Did I tell you that I was looking at furs, 
with an eye to something for Mamma, and 
was told that "skimgs est bien k la mode!'' 
I nearly burst out laughing, it soimded so 
fimny. I wanted to tell them that we had 
all the "skimgs" we wanted in smnmer, 
alive and kicking. 

To E. E. Paris, Feb. 12th. 
is not as good a correspondent as 



Chub, it seems, but even if Chub had a spouse, 
nothing would ever alter her love for her 
Bob, thee can be sure of that. Do you remem- 
ber Bayard Taylor's "Arab Love Song," 
with its refrain — 

" I love thee, I love but thee 
Wiih a love that can never die, 
Till the sun grows cold, 
And the stars are old. 
And the leaves of the judgment book unfold.'' 

Them's my sentiments. 



Digitized by 



Google 



166 ELEANOR BOIES TILESTON [1909 

Journal. Monday, February 22nd, coming 
home from my Louvre lecture, at a little after 
six, was lovely, — the pale blue river with 
its lines of lights along the banks, and the 
red and green lights on the boats, a sunset 
glow, and, at the Pont de TAlma, the river, 
with trees along each side, the Trocadero 
dimly seen, the Ughts of Passy, a bright 
little crescent moon, and the Eiffel Tower 
soaring up from the bank of red purple 
mist. Paris grows on me; I love it more 
every week, from early morning when I 
freeze for health and economy on top of the 
"Gare de Lyon," with the Eiffel Tower half 
hidden in blue gray fog, mist all along the 
river, the Madeleine's pillars standing out 
against a blue mist backgroimd, along the 
St. Germain to the rue de Buci, crowded 
with wagons and women with their hand- 
carts of fruit and vegetables. Next door 
to No. 11 they are building, so one trots 
out in the middle of the street, dodges under 
horses' noses, then I dive into the dark 
hole which is No. 11, climb three flights, 
open the door marked "Domont,'' it rings, 
I walk in to the studio. — "Ah, bonjour, 
la petite diable!" "Bonjour, Monsieur.'' 
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To E. E. Paris, March 5th. 

I am quite the little courier now ; there's 
nothing I don't know about trains, and 
tickets, and tips, and everything that begins 
with a T. 

I am djdng to see thee, my own. Perhaps 
we shan't talk a bit. You bet you're going 
to stay with us when you get back, — if you 
go anjrwhere else, I go mit. And we'll 
all spend a happy, quiet summer at Catau- 
met, but not too painfully quiet, I hope. 

Journal. Paris, Wednesday, March the 
10th, we went to a recital by Bauer at the 
Salle des Agricultureurs, a hideous hall 
horribly lighted, (too bright). The Sonata 
Appassionata was simply wonderful. He plays 
marvellously with his soul dripping out at 
his finger tips, most inspiring playing that 
carries you off your feet. 

[Amdia joined them on Friday, March 19th, and 
went with them to Italy.] 

Journal. Sunday morning [March 21st] 
at 8.25 we left Paris, in the rain, bag and 
baggage, accompanied by E. B. We reached 
Lausanne at 6.30 p.m. It will be remembered 
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chiefly for the fuss the officials made over our 
luggage, which we had to pay on. From 
Lausanne to Milan the next day was most 
gorgeous, such moimtains, first the Lake of 
Geneva, then stunning mountains snow- 
covered, then the Simplon tunnel, twenty-two 
minutes, and on the other side more won- 
derful snow moimtains and such splendid 
cold air. Then Domodossola, more baggage 
scenes, and then lovely Lago Maggiore, with 
summer clouds and blue water. We reached 
Milan at three, went to Hotel Victoria, and 
then to Leonardo's "Last Supper," which has 
been very well restored, but on the whole I 
prefer it before. Then we went to the cathe- 
dral ; I had forgotten how big and dark and 
imposing it was. We climbed up on the roof 
to the topmost pinnacle. It's a fascinating 
place, so white and gingerbready, all the little 
peaks and points. Tuesday morning, we 
took a train to Florence at seven — heathen- 
ish hour. Our trunklets, which had followed 
from Domodossola, the facchino put on a 
truck, and annoimced must be sent by spedi- 
zione. But I protested vehemently that 
they would go with us nicely, and we started 
off to interview the capo di stazione. When 
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we were opposite our train^ I seized one 
suit-case and staggered ofiF with it, and put 
it in a compartment. Then I went back, 
chased the facchino and baggage to his 
lair, and carried off another, the facchini 
crying "Forte! Forte!" and refusing to 
help. E. B. came along, and took the 
largest of all, twice her size. She was hardly- 
visible, and started to cross the track with 
a train approaching, but everyone flew at 
her, and dragged her back. Angry, but 
trimnphant, we finally got oflf with all our 
little( ?) ones with us. We reached Florence 
at two, and went to the Pendini, 2 via 
Strozzi. 

Thursday, [March 25th], was a most per- 
fect day, and we drove in the afternoon by 
the Viale dei Colli to San Miniato, where 
we spent a long peaceful time, mostly sitting 
on the steps, looking oflf over Florence and 
the moimtains; the lights were exquisite, 
such colors, such blue mountains, light and 
shades, and the lovely landscape dotted 
with cypresses, and Florence nestling below. 
It was enchanting. 

Another afternoon, E., A., and I went out 
to Certosa. The views from there are very 
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nice, the landscape is so very like the old 
backgrounds, it can't have changed much. 

Wednesday, March 31st, we left Florence 
at eight, and stopped at Cortona, on our 
way to Assisi. We only had a short time 
there, which was mostly spent in going up and 
down in the motor-bus. We had three-quar- 
ters of an hour to explore the town. It sits 
up on a very high hill, and is the steepest 
little place I ever saw; the streets are as 
steep and narrow and picturesque as anyone 
could ask. We climbed up almost to the 
top of the town, with glimpses, now and then, 
of the moimtains aroimd, and foimd it 
delightful. And then, after a long wait 
at the station, we got on to the train again 
at 11.30, rather a scramble, as there was 
only one facchino, and a short stop. We 
' were in a compartment with two Americans, 
who remarked that it was so nice, they had 
had it all to themselves before ! Lake Tra- 
simeno was lovely, blue water and moun- 
tains on the other side, and, when we reached 
Assisi at two, it was a perfect summer day. 
We went to the Subasio, and E. and I ex- 
plored the town, the most fascinating little 
side streets, old women spinning, hens and 
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cats in the same room, — attractive little 
boys and girls. 

The next day [Thursday April 1st] we 
walked down to the station in the deUcious 
early morning, and went to Perugia, just 
the two of us. We went third, with much 
joy, comfort, and economy. The bigUetti 
man looked incredulous, and repeated 
'^terza?" and all the guards wanted to put 
us in first- or second-class compartments, 
but we were firm. We did the town quite 
well, and took a train back at two. 

Friday, April 2nd, we poked about some 
more, and I spent a long time, late in the 
afternoon, in the Lower Church, just sitting 
there. The Madonna in the transept is one 
of my favorites ; it is strangely sweet. 

Saturday, we departed at ten in a hurri- 
cane. I never saw such a wind, and cold. 
We reached Rome at two in a pouring rain, 
and went to Pension Hayden, 42 Piazza 
Poli, ten francs, crowded with imattractive 
English and Americans. 

Simday [April 4th] we began on the "Eter- 
nal City," and were very busy all that 
week ; its being Holy Week interfered, and 
such crowds of toiuists. 
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Tuesday night, we went to the Coliseum 
by moonlight, and it was the most impressive 
thing I ever saw. We got there early, when 
there was no one there, and the full moon 
was rising behind the dark wall of the Coli- 
semn, and flooding the other half with such 
light; you could see the moon through 
the openings, and the whole effect was won- 
derfully solenm and most beautiful. We 
wandered about, E. and I, in awed rapture. 
It was too beautiful to be true. 

To E. E. Rome, Pension Hayden, April 5th. 
Darling Bob, 

To think ^that in less than a month, if 
nothing imexpected happens, we shall meet ! 
Calloo ! Calah ! I chortle. 

Having done Florence to a turn in eight 
days, and we really saw everything we wanted 
to, and went three times each to the Pitti 
and Ufl&zi, here we are doing Rome. We 
were going to be here two weeks, but, fired 
with zeal by Gertude F. who is here with 
her aimt, having just come from Sicily, 
we are going to leave earlier, and make the 
giro of the island, going to Messina! I am 
crazy to go, and she says the boats run regu- 
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larly, and it's quite all right. We shall have 
the place to ourselves, (Sicily, not Messina), 
I imagine, and ought to be received with 
open arms at the hotels. Signor Ragusa 
is no longer on the scene, she says, which 
is sad. 

I find that I don't know my way roimd in 
Rome at all from memory, but Baedeker 
and my bump are fixing that all right. I 
should like to spend a winter here very 
much. 

To E. E. April 12th. 

We had the most heavenly day at Tivoli, 
Saturday April 10th. I thought of you all 
the time ; you would have loved it. It was 
perfect, clear, and very warm. We ate 
lunch in Hadrian's Villa, lying on the grass 
imder an olive tree, with old ruins, olives 
and cypresses all aroimd, birds singing most 
sweetly, otherwise delicious silence. The 
falls at Tivoli were splendid, ahead of Terni, 
I think, with a glorious rainbow, and such 
a roar and dash. Then the Villa d'Este 
was simply enchanting, like Maxfield Par- 
rish's illustrations to "The Duchess at 
Prayer," — terraces, fountains, high fragrant 
box hedges, gigantic cypresses soaring up 
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into the deep blue sky; it was too lovely 
for words. 

Journal. Rome. 

Another day [Thursday, April 8th], we 
went to Lake Nemi, it's a lovely trip, on top 
of an electric tram, across the Campagna 
and up into the moimtains, and the lake is 
pretty, but not wonderful, and the children 
arejfiends. We ate lunch at a hillock on 
the lake, surrounded by the little brats. 
They were horrid, and climg like leeches. 
Afterwards, I rambled about, picking blue 
flowers and violets, and saying, ^'Povera 
checca, ho fame," when the children begged, 
which seemed to amuse them. 

The Sistine Chapel is the best thing in 
Rome, but everything was chock full of 
tourists. On Easter, we went to St. Peter's. 
We got there at 8.40, and stood three hours, 
in a crowd which pushed and struggled 
like mad, — the German part of it, — when- 
ever there was an opening after a procession 
had gone through. The last time the jam 
was fearful, people stepping on your feet, 
jabbing, pushing, elbowing, but in the end 
I foimd mypelf directly in the front, in the 
middle, opposite the altar, inside the gate 
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which should have been closed. The guard 
let me sit down on a bench full of priests 
for a minute, but not long. The music 
wasn't much, so finally I cleared out, 
and went home alone. I was on the front 
platform, it was packed, men smoking, 
bad air, it was a lovely warm day, so I 
gently opened the door a little, and the con- 
ductor, who was more than good-looking, 
shut it. But, when I asked if it couldn't 
be open a little, he smiled, and said, "cer- 
tainly," but an Italian instantly closed it. 
The conductor saw it, apid promptly opened 
two of the front windows, much to my sur- 
prise, and the Italian angrily told him to 
close them at once. But the conductor 
refused to, saying that the signorina was 
ill, and needed the air! That was news 
to me, but I closed my eyes, rested my 
head on my hand, and looked as souffrante 
as possible at such short notice. The battle 
raged between the two; the man declared 
that the air made him ill, and the conduc- 
tor told him to go to — the back platform, 
which he ^finally did, muttering furiously 
against the "Inglese." I was much araused, 
and recovered swiftly. 
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Journal. Palermo. 

Tuesday, [April 13th], we left at 10.50 for 
Naples ; it was a lovely warm day, and a most 
dirty journey. The scenery was lovely, 
mountains in sun and shadow, brilliant 
yellow green fields, olive groves. In Naples 
we left all our luggage except hand-bags 
and one trunklet, and took the steamer 
"Umberto" at 7.30 p.m. for Palermo. At 
the dock was an enchanting imp of a beggar 
boy, with the merriest eyes and most gleam- 
ing teeth; he was delightful. 

Wednesday morning, April 14th, we came 
into, the lovely mountain-enclosed harbor 
at Palermo, landed at 7.30, and went to the 
Hotel Savoy. After breakfast, we went out 
to see the town, and drove first to the 
Cappella Palatina, which is the most exquisite 
chapel there is ; I adore it. But it was made 
hideous by a frightful-voiced choir, and we 
were glad to go to the Eremiti, where it was 
peaceful. The small boys at the door were 
convulsed with laughter at Mamma's little 
carriage sunshade, and the one who let us 
in could hardly contain himself to point 
out the church before he went off into gales. 
The garden of the Eremiti is charming, 
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ruined cloisters, clambering roses, an old 
well half hidden, blue sky, flowers. 

The next day, we went up to Monreale, 
in the afternoon. The cloisters there are 
wonderful, with the carved capitals, and 
the space in the middle full of flowers. And 
the cathedral is a wonder, one mass of old 
mosaics, and such nice old bronze doors, with 
St. Eustace and St. George killing dragons. 
There were groves and groves of lemons in 
the valley, and hillside quite cactus-covered. 

Friday morning [April 16th], A., E. B., 
and I started at nine for Segesta. The 
line goes along the sea, with the mountains 
on the left, between hedges of cactus and 
geraniimi, dense groves of lemons, and 
brilliant fields of flowers, yellow, blue, and 
white. We drove from the station of Segesta 
up to the temple, through mountains part 
wild, part cultivated. It is most impressive, 
a very perfect Greek temple, standing there 
alone in the desolate mountains, surrounded 
by a ravine, with the wind whistling through 
its columns, goat bells tinkling, and not 
another sound. We lay in the grass and 
basked in the sun. Then, after conversing 
with a small boy who had lived in Tunis 
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and spoke very good French, we went up to 
the Greek theatre, always accompanied by 
a guide and custodian, whose fees had been 
paid by Cook, but seemed to look for more. 
The theatre has a nice view, and the hill 
it is on is covered with asphodel, which is 
not half so pretty as its name. We drove 
back, arrived very early, and had a pleasant 
scene with the^guide, who had refused to leave 
us. We went on to Castelvetrano, through 
lovely mountains, blue outlines against the 
sunset, and got there at half-past seven, 
just as it was getting dark. The hotel 
proprietor met us, and we drove through 
the long, poor little town to the Albergo, 
which was more than odd. It was all 
upstairs, the bedrooms opened out of the 
salle k manger, the proprietor and the waiter 
— there was no chambermaid — came into 
our room, and conversed pleasantly while 
they struggled with the gas. 

The next morning, we drove at eight to 
Selinus ; the road is dull and dusty beyond 
words. The ruined city is right on the sea, 
and is the most delightful place. There is 
nothing standing, only crimibling remains 
of temples, streets, and walls overgrown 
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with southernwood and flowers, thousands of 
little lizards darting about, bees, birds, and 
the glorious sea and sky. I lay round in 
lazy peace ; we were the only people there, 
and felt as if we owned the place. On the 
way back, we stopped at the other temples, 
such tremendous blocks of broken columns, 
and then the driver doubted if we had time 
to catch the train, and we had a very mau- 
vais quart d'heure, and got to the station 
just as the train did. The scenery going 
home was great, splendid mountains with 
clouds hanging down over them, and the 
sea, always a gorgeous blue. 

Sunday morning [April 18th] we departed 
at 8.30 for Girgenti. We got there at one, 
having lunched on very raw eggs. The 
Hotel des Temples is as nice as ever, and the 
present proprietor is very pleasant. 

ToR. E. T. Girgenti, April 19th. 
Sicily is so far a great success ; we love it 
madly, and Girgenti more even than Palermo. 
The hotel has a garden smelling of jasmine 
and various pleasant things, an enchanting 
view of olive and almond trees, groves, 
the temples, and the sea, and an excellent 
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taUe, and not dear, so we are more than 
comfy for the few days we can stay. [There 
were only two other people at the hotel.] 

Journal. Friday, April 23rd, we went to 
Syracuse, to the Villa Politi, and liked it 
very much, food and all. The Latomia are 
the nicest thing at Syracuse ; we spent hours 
in the Cappucini, reading and basking ; 
glorious warm weather, roses in bloom, 
lemon, nespoU, and one unassailable orange 
tree. 

Sunday afternoon, we went on to Taor- 
mina, leaving at one. We reached Giardini 
at 4.30, and drove up to Taormina, with 
such views of Etna and the coast towards 
Messina. After trying elsewhere, we ended 
at the San Domenico, which is the place, I 
think, with its cloisters, lovely garden and 
view, (enchanting by moonUght, Etna, the 
sea, and the air heavy with roses and orange 
blossoms). Decidedly, Taormina is the most 
beautiful place in the world. 

Monday was perfect. We spent most of the 
morning at the Greek theatre with its won- 
derful views on both sides; it is almost too 
good to be true, a dream of loveUness. 
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Thursday afternoon, April 29th, we went 
on to Messina, and drove about among 
the ruins ; it is most impressive and interest- 
ing, it is so vast and so ruined. There are 
places where only one wall is standing, with 
a bookcase full of books up at the third 
story, a sideboard covered with bottles, 
a clock that stopped at the earthquake, a 
big unbroken mirror, or a few photographs. 
Then in other places only the front is gone, 
and you look in to furnished rooms, see a 
pair of trousers hanging over the bed, a 
woman's apron hanging on a peg, colored 
chromos, all just as it was left, and the in- 
habitants, very likely, buried deep under 
the debris. The mortar and debris are piled 
high all along the streets, and the smell of 
mortar mingles with dehcious locust trees, 
and a horrible under-smell from the forty- 
five thousand imrecovered dead. We got 
dreadful whiffs now and then, once when 
a just found body was carried by, and every 
one shrank back. The cathedral walls are 
standing, the carvings at the doors are still 
there, and the fountain in the Piazza, but 
all around everything is in ruins, and refu- 
gees are living in wretched little huts. All 
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the empty freight cars are filled with families 
living in them ; the people live everywhere, 
in the most utterly unsanitary way. All 
along the water front is lots of shipping, 
and the Corso looks quite all right, till, 
as you come nearer, you see that the long 
line of tall houses is a hollow sham, the doors 
are heaped with rubbish, and through the 
windows you see the devastation beyond; 
there is something rather ghastly about that 
water front and the horrors it hides. The 
water is practically on a level with the street, 
and the twisted street lamps are partly 
in the water ; and the people seem cheerful, 
and intend to live there, it's extraordinary. 
We were really glad to get on the boat, and 
leave the ruins behind us. In the moon- 
light, as we left, it might have been any 
perfectly good city, with its beautiful moun- 
tains ^behind, only there were hardly any 
lights. 

Friday, [April 30th] we landed at Naples. 
Saturday, E. and I took our lunch, and went 
to Pompeii; we ate lying flat on the grass, 
in a secluded courtyard, with poppies blaz- 
ing scarlet, and very peaceful. Then we 
''did" the town, finally discovering that we 
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were both very limp and lifeless, but each had 
been trying to hide it from the other. 

And Sunday A. and I went down and 
met the "Prinz Ludwig." I ran up the 
gang-plank as soon as they let any one on, 
chased over the ship, till I found Edith, and 
embraced her so warmly that the steward 
thought I was insane. We went with them 
to the Grand, limched and dined with them, 
and were with them all the time till they 
left, at two Tuesday, for Venice, taking our 
carina biondina E. B. with them. 

We felt very lonely, but Wednesday morn- 
ing was very busy, and at five o'clock we 
sailed for home on the " Romanic." We had 
a very imeventful and pleasant voyage, 
and finally we landed on Monday, the 17th 
of May. 
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To H. B. H. Brierfield, MUton, April 7th. 

" Either thee or me is a little queer, and 
I'm sure it isn't me" on this correspondence 
question, but anyway here goes. 

Isn't it wonderful the way spring is com- 
ing on apace, by leaps and bounds; it is 
positively thrilling here in the country. The 
frogs have begun, the blackbirds are here, 
the willows are a deUcious Corot green. 
How is it in New York? 

I shall be on before very long. We sail, as 

you know. May 25th, and I expect to go on a 

week before, so we shall meet once more. I 

can't seem to reaUze that we are really going. 

I hate to leave Edith and Polly for so long, 

but Cortina, Ober-Ammergau, Vienna, etc., 

will be great, I'm sure. Why don't you take 

a vacation, and sail home with us on the 

22nd of August? Is it really almost eleven 

years since the "Marquette"? I can't be- 

heve it. 

April 12ih. 

My mind is in a mess, all kinds of problems 
coming up to-day, sick nephew, sick cook, 
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letting the house for the summer (which I 
have just engineered,) and A. sailing to-morrow 
on the Ivemia. 

May 4th, Brierfield, Milton. 

It's horrid here, the sun has forgotten how 

to shine, and it gets colder every day. All 

that beastly comet's fault, I suppose. House 

clearing and cleaning, errands, etc., occupy 

my time, and I'm very busy, and rather 

weary. It will be nice to get on the steamer, 

flop into a steamer chair, and never move for 

two weeks. 

ToE.E. 
S, S, Martha Washington, Sunday, May 29th. 

My darling Child, 

This is just a hne to mail at the Azores 
to-morrow, — as it probably won't reach 
you for months, I won't write much. To-day 
is a bit blowy, and we are pitching. Cries 
of "steward" are heard all along the line, 
but it is, I hope, needless to say that Mamma 
and I are as well as usual. I never saw such 
a boat for smells, they pursue yDu every- 
where, all over the deck, as well as inside. 
We could hardly get along without your 
crackers and nuts and the fruit basket to 
fill in the many aching voids. 
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I dream of Dingo continually, Dingo 
wriggling with pleasure, tearing letters, mak- 
ing himself beloved. 

I miss Polly ever so much, and thee more 
than words can say. Travelling without thee 
is not all it is cracked up to be. Bye bye 
dearest — enj oy yourself. ; 

To H. B. H. 
S, S. Martha Washington, Thursday, June 2nd. 

It was with a sob and a tear that I told 
the steward this morning that the roses 
had seen better days, and had better hide 
their poor withered heads in the briny deep. 
At least, that was what I meant. What I 
said was more like — ''Die Rosen sind-er-'' 
a flood of Grerman from the clever steward, 
I nod my head, exit die Blumen. It's a fine 
chance to practise my very poor German. 

We have our meals at a tiny table in the 
music-room, a table so small that your 
lovely roses (placed in a wine-cooler), al- 
most covered it. They have been the delight 
of my eyes and nostrils, and, as I refused 
course after course, I * buried my face in 
them, and forgot the unattractive food. 
This is what I eat. Breakfast, an orange. 
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Lunch, bread, and cheese, and orange, — 
with luck, hors d'oeuvres. Dinner, hors 
d'oeuvres, bread and cheese, fruit — with luck 
a few mouthfuls of meat. So, you see, I 
am not likely to get fat. But talk about a 
lazy life ! I go to bed at ten — and manage 
to sleep — though the berth is almost too 
narrow to turn in, and so short that my feet 
come out at the end — till ten. The remaining 
ten hours — two out for reading the menu 
and a bit to eat — I spend in my steamer 
chair reading and dozing. I ought to be 
full of energy when we reach Venice. 

Well — my brain is singularly empty, 
the simple life is not conducive to long 
letters, and I suppose this may as well be 
mailed at Gib. I am quite blas^ about going 
ashore ; this will be my fifth time I And I 
never can think of anything but the Pru- 
dential when I see it. Unromantic. 

Journal. June 7th. 
Just now, Tuesday p.m., we are crossing 
the Ionian sea, a lovely blue, with the island 
of Zante like a dream island appearing out 
of the clouds on our right, and Cephalonia 
on the left. I never saw anjrthing so lovely 
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as Zante/ high cliffs, pinky yellow, clouds 
on the top, and the whole so intangible 
looking. Coming nearer, they grew more 
and more beautiful, Cephalonia's mountain 
with its top in the clouds, the sea simply 
gorgeous, Zante too, cloud-topped. The 
Ionian sea is certainly an enchanting 
place. That afternoon we had our one 
excitement. At about four, we were sitting 
on deck, having afternoon tea, when three 
short sharp whistles blew, and two sailors 
ran excitedly by. I jumped to my feet, 
crying instinctively "Man overboard," and 
we all tore down to the stem of the top deck. 
There, floating in our wake, were two life- 
preservers, and, behind them, a head bob- 
bing. We turned roimd, and, in ten minutes, 
were back at the spot, but couldn't find a 
trace of the man, though we lowered a boat, 
and looked and looked. He was a Greek 
in the steerage, who had murdered a man, 
fled to America, and was returning home, 
when some one on board recognized him, 
and two hours before he would have landed, 
he jimiped overboard. It was very exciting, 
and quite ghastly, you felt horrors lurking 
under the blue water for a while afterwards. 
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Coming in to Patras at sunset was beauti- 
ful, such rosy clouds sitting on the hills 
above the city, and lovely coast against the 
setting sun. We landed at 7.30. We wan- 
dered round the town, which looked very 
quaint in the evening, hunted vainly for 
Turkish deUght, saw one or two men in 
native costimie, such absurd white ballet 
skirts ; they looked as if they had stepped off 
the comic opera stage. We went back at 
nine, and sailed at 9.30. 

To M. W. T. Jr. 
On the way back, one boat-load was held 
up for extra payment; they started in the 
wrong direction, and wouldn't take them 
to the boat. One at least of the women be- 
came hysterical, and they all screamed till 
they were heard on board, and the oflBcers 
started to lower a boat, so the boatmen 
reluctantly brought them back. It must 
have been very exciting, but the story gets 
wilder each time you hear it. 

Journal. Venice. 
Thiu^day was hot and calm, my twenty- 
fourth birth-day, [June 9th]. We landed 
at Trieste a little after twelve. The harbor 
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is pretty, with hills all behind the town. 
We had a horrid hot day, went aboard the 
"Mekrovitch" at nine. It rained coming 
in to Venice, the sunrise was .lovely. We 
landed at the Grand Canal Hotel at 6.30, an 
ungodly hour. 

To E. E. Venice, Monday, June 13th. 
Dearest old Bob, 

Thy letter, May 30th, was eagerly de- 
voured, (metaphorically speaking, not k 
la Dingo). What a shame that it was 
brutto tempo for your festa. Sixty on a 
poor day is very good, I think. I wish I'd 
been there. 

We had such a heavenly day Saturday. 
Spent the morning exploring side canals, 
and seeing S. Polo and S. Giovanni and 
Paolo with our old friend Marco, and in 
the afternoon, Louise K. and I went out to 
the lido, and had a hearty laugh at the 
bathers. Some Americans were especially 
amusing; ''Billy" and "Harry," rowing 
about in one of those ridiculous little boats, 
continually upsetting, and always with such 
a serious expression; he was killing. He had 
his head tied up in a towel, and a very de- 
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collets bathing-suit. We had ices on the 
edge of the verandah, and enjoyed it vastly; 
the sea was green streaked with dark, and 
it was nice and warm. 

Sunday we went to mass at San Marco, 
and Louise K. and I went to the Museo 
Civico, which I love. I had never been there. 
The illuminated books were fascinating. 
There were three tiny ones that I would 
have committed any crime to own, and I 
love the Bellini Doge portraits. After limch, 
we dropped in to the Academy to-day — 
that Assumption is really one of the most 
wonderful pictures in the world, isn't it? 

Tuesday. A. arrived O. K. just before 
dinner. 

To E. E. Cortina. Under the larches, 
on a knoll above the Faloria, June 17th. 

Best Beloved, 

Here I am, and the only thing wanting 

to make me absolutely happy is thee beside 

me, and that is a great lack. It is more 

heavenly even than I had remembered, and 

that is saying a good deal. It is a perfect 

day, warm, but not hot, with magnificent 

thimder heads behind the mountains, below 
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me a yellow meadow, opposite Croda da 
Lago, Nuvolau, and Tofana, birds are sing- 
ing, the air is delicious with flowers and 
pine, and altogether it really is the nicest 
place in the world, bar none. 

We left Venice Wednesday on the two 
o'clock train, spent the night at Bellimo, 
and drove here yesterday. We started at 
7.10, and got to Tai at 1.30; that is a glori- 
ous drive, isn't it? We had limch at Tai, 
and started on again at 3.30, getting here 
at 7.15. The old liar told me we were to 
change horses, but we didn't, and I didn't 
discover it in time. It was wonderful in 
the late afternoon, such clouds on Antelao, 
rainbows, and sunlight. Madame Menardi 
fell upon our necks — quite literally — I 
was kissed on both cheeks, Katrina was 
all smiles, and I felt as if I had come home. 
Small tables instead of large are the thing 
here, which is much less sociable, of course, 
as that was the chief way we used to get 
to know people. We are so enamoured 
with this spot that we are planning to stay 
four weeks if we can get rooms at Munich 
for a later date, and cut other places 
short. 
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Our last evening in Venice we had a lovely 
time. We went out in a gondola, and first 
listened to the music for a while, — they 
sang the "Barcarolle," it sounded very 
nice — and then we went off down by the 
Doge's Palace, over to San Giorgio, and 
behind the Giudecca out on the lagoon, 
where it was so still and enchanting in the 
moonlight, — Venice from there a circle of 
lights, the Salute, the Piazzetta, and the 
Palace were like a dream. 

The road over the Falzarego is finished, 
cut out of the rock below the Belvedere. 
There are lots of motors round, motor-buses 
to Toblach and Bellimo, and mail four times 
a day. If each mail brought a letter from 
my Bob, how happy I should be ! 

A. and I have No. 7, the same room you 
and she had. It is great, so nice to have 
that balcony to st^ out on at any hour. 

To E. E. CJortina, June 23rd. 
My best and dearest, 

I'm sitting at the end of the little arbor 
in front of the hotel ; Tof ana is capped with 
clouds, and storm-clouds are gathering all 
aroimd. 
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There's an attractive little Viennese, who 
plays beautifully, and is quite a walker. 
I'm going on a walk with her soon, probably. 
She is to teach me German, I her bridge. 
She told me last night that a German would 
fall in love with me, if he heard me talk it ! 
I had to laugh — German is not my strong 
point. 

To E. E. Cortina, Sunday, June 26th. 
Dearest beloved Bob, 

It's a rainy Simday, with the clouds 
hanging low down over the moimtains, but 
Amelia and I took our first long walk yes- 
terday, so to-day we should be loafing any- 
way. My muscles are quite stiff. We started 
at eight, with the charming little Viennese, 
and took the motor-bus to San^ Vito, half 
an hour. There we took a guide — Frau D.'s 
doing, useful, but not really necessary — 
and walked up in two hoiu^ to the Refugio 
San Marco, on a spur of Sorapiss, I think, 
with a splendid view of Antelao opposite, 
and the lovely valley. There we limched, 
and, as it had been hot and steep, Amelia 
stayed there, and we scrambled up an 
excessively steep place to (an hour, very 
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quick time) the Forcella, a pass, where we 
got the most magnificent view of both sides, 
with Dolomite-y moimtains towering above 
us. Carried away by enthusiasm, we feU 
on each other's neck and embraced, in true 
foreign fashion, — I had to laugh afterwards, 
it was rather fiumy. La Viennese is just a 
sweet, and you should hear us talk German ! 

We walked back from San Vito, after a 
bottle of beer, which put us in very good 
spirits, and we started off singing, but the 
way was long, and it seemed as if we should 
never reach the Faloria. It was 7.20 when 
three silent, footsore creatures toiled up 
the hill in the rain. And then those four 
flights! It was a very long time, and the 
steepest walk I have ever taken. 

A lot of horrors — American variety — 
turned up yesterday, voices to make you 
writhe, but I feel sure they won't stay long. 

To E. E. CJortina, Sunday, July 3rd. 
Best beloved. 

It's cold as the grave, I am perished, 
we sit by the fire and warm our frozen fingers. 
I am missing you enormously to-day, even 
more than usual. 
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I've been having a lovely time, doing my 
future accounts, and manipulating so that 
I can get a desk this fall, which is, at present, 
the height of my ambition. 

Saturday, July 9th. 
Thursday, A., Molly B. and I started off 
at nine, and had a splendid day and a bully 
walk up the San Forca trail to the Padem 
Alp, and down the Val Grande to Ospitale. 
Going down the other side, we came upon a 
large flock of sheep. The lambs were the 
sweetest things you ever saw, white, black, 
brown, speckled, all ages, and the chorus as 
they trotted along, deep bass, high treble, 
one cross old thing with a cold, lost lambkins, 
all different bleats ; we laughed till we were 
weak. They were very tame, and some of 
them crowded roimd me, nibbled my fingers, 
and jumped up on me ; perhaps they scented 
lunch. We had lunch part way down in a 
pine knoll, — how good it always tastes, es- 
pecially bread and cheese. We took a carriage 
from Ospitale, only six kronen, and highroad 
all the way. The woman said we need have 
no fear, we should be as safe as in a house, 
— misimderstanding a question, — and the 
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horse went like the wind, she said, and would 
beat the motor-bus. We did get there first, 
but it was a very hght wind that it resembled. 
Yesterday we went with several Barneys 
to Sorapiss See. It certainly is a beautiful 
walk along the edge of the mountain. We 
ate limch — with pea-soup — at the Hiitte, 
with a silly white goat bleating all the time, 
and a small brown lamb looking on. The 
woman tried to cheat us, and, when can- 
fronted with the tariff, said I could pay what 
I wished, she was a poor old woman, and the 
loss would be hers! Such a wretch! 

To E. E. 
Hotel de TEurope, Innsbruck, July 14th, Thursday. 

Dearest Bobkins, 

We are really off on our travels, and the 
gadfly has bitten me. I enjoy it, and the 
scent of travel is in my, nostrils. This 
hotel is right opposite the station, and roimd 
the corner from Bauer, where Mamma's 
loden coat is being made over night, so it's 
most handy. The evening is not cheerful 
after the Faloria, — no bridge, the fiirst 
time in four weeks (Sundays excepted, of 
course), a small, stuffy salon, full of depressed- 
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looking English, a very few stray Ameri- 
cans, Mamma reading the Paris Herald with 
suppressed, but audible, exclamations of 
horror, silence of the grave. 

To E. E. Hotel Union, Munich, July 18th. 
Dearest of Bobs, 

Here we are again, after all we lived 
through yesterday [at Ober-Ammergau]. It 
was most interesting and I wouldn't have 
missed it, but neither would I go again for 
at least thirty years. I might bring Polly 
In twenty, perhaps, with you. 

The morning was fine, but all the after- 
noon, from the Trial on, it was cloudy, 
and rained in spots, mostly when Judas 
appeared on the scene; and, when he was 
about to hang himself, lightning flashed, 
and it thundered so that you couldn't hear 
a word, very dramatic. 

We got to the station fifty minutes before 
the train left, and I stood in a beastly push 
forty minutes, and then scurried in in the 
good old fashion, and got very good seats, 
but there was such a crowd, — no end of 
large parties, school girls, and college boys, 
all very ordinaire. 
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Ober-Ammergau was simply running over 
with Americans. I never saw so many in 
any place, except perhaps New York. Most 
of them were too terrible, with about one 
nice one in a himdred. I don't know what 
the local color at Ober-Ammergau is sup- 
posed to be, but now it is red, white, and 
blue. 

The first evening was lovely moonUght. 
A. and I had a sunset moonlight stroll to 
a grotto across the valley, crossing hayfields, 
delicious smelling, to a monument and view. 
The scenery is very pretty, real mountains, 
but rather tame after Cortina. Such a clean 
place, neat little German toy houses, spick 
and span. To our surprise, the food was 
good, and the rolls excellent; we had heard 
that it was uneatable. 

A French woman in front of us at the 
Passion Play refused to take ofif her hat, a 
sort of Tam-o-shanter, — first A. and then 
several other people tried to get her to, and 
finally I touched her arm, and murmiu^ 
in my most dulcet tones that I was sure 
Madame had not the intention to be dis- 
agreeable, wouldn't she please remove the 
hat? And, to my astonishment, she said 
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that for me she would, I was so polite! 
Moral — a little honey goes a long way. 

I feel a bit weary, — we have risen at the 
screech the last two mornings, and I spent 
a while at the window at three this morning, 
watching a jolly thimder-storm down the 
valley, the moon behind a high jagged peak 
on one side, and, on the other, the most 
dazzhng Ughtning I ever saw, zigzagging a 
murderous-looking sky behind the white 
church tower. 

Ever thy most devoted Chub. 

To E. E. 47 Eaulbachstrasse, Munich, July 23rd. 
Dearest old Bob, 

Here we are at the Cortin-Gehrs — it 
certainly is the quietest place, most unhotel- 
like, and the Fraiileins are so nice. We 
are going bummeling with the young one 
this evening, unless a thunder-storm, that's 
coming up fast, interferes. It is hot to-day 
for the first time, and we've done nothing 
all the afternoon except go for a late walk 
in the gardens. I find Mimich a charming 
place, and how I wish thee was here to help 
me spend money, though I'm doing well by 
myself. Polly's pictures were the excite- 
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ment at breakfast; they are very good, we 
all think, especially the Wog alone, enchant- 
ing. They make me want to fly home and 
see the darling angel and her ma. 

To E. E. Vienna, Tues., July 26th. 
Best belovM, 

We got here yesterday, and are leaving 
Friday. Vienna does not charm us in the 
least, and our one idea is to get to the moim- 
tains. We expect to spend at least a week 
at Csorba. I got a letter from the hotel 
gracefully coming down from no pension 
\mder two weeks, and then twelve kronen, 
to eleven kronen for one week, so that won't 
break us. 

We saw some splendid portraits to-day, 
a magnificent full-length Franz Hals, others 
by Rembrandt, Van Dyck, and Peter Paul. 
This afternoon we took in a band concert 
in front of the Rathhaus, rather nice but 
no caf6 attached. Vienna is full of "gar- 
dens," and very handsome buildings, mostly 
modem; it's quite imposing, but somehow 
fails to attract. As for the shops, I consider 
them much overrated. Ameha and I strolled 
about to-day, and saw all the most famous 
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streets, and they don't compare with Paris 
or London. Of course, this is not the sea- 
son for the haut monde, but even so I'm 
disappointed. 

Yesterday we came ''down the blue 
Danube," which is an absurd figure of speech. 
Anything more brown and muddy you never 
saw, but the scenery is pretty. It was 
awfully cold on the boat ; we wore all our 
wraps and shivered, and here it's pleasantly 
cool. One never gets what one anticipates 

here. 

Always and forever thine. 

Chub. 

To E. E. 
Grand Hotel Hungaria, Budapest, Saturday, July 30th. 

Budapest is most charming, but hot. 

I am mopping my brow as I write. The 

famous Hotel Himgaria is decidedly empty, 

but there's an attractive salle k manger, 

with a bully Hungarian band. We've just 

had a pleasantly cool limch, cold chicken, 

vegetable salad, beer, and eiskaflfee. I'm 

so proud of my two accomplishments, beer 

and coffee. We are picking up a few words 

of Himgarian, a truly fiendish language, 

''mel agairiss" for hot water, for instance. 



Digitized by 



Google 



1910] ELEANOR BOIES TILESTON 20S 

and ''yo napot" for good-day. It sounds 
like so much gibberish. 

It was nice, but monotonous, coming 
down the Danube yesterday. We left at 
seven [a.m.] and got in at half-past eight in 
the evening. The last part of the way was 
lovely, blue mountains, green trees, and 
sunset, all reflected in the still water. 

One afternoon in Vienna, AmeUa and I 
went out to the Schonbrunn, an Imperial 
chateau and gardens, and quite a nice zoo. 
There were some baby monkeys, the most 
absurd little tiny things, with such old 
wrinkled faces. One of them sat by his 
mamma while she ate some bread, and 
tried to snatch some, but she was very firm 
with him. One large monkey we decided 
looked like B. N. He sat and looked at us 
with a bored, have-I-met-these-people look, 
and then suddenly made up a horrible face 
at us, jabbered, yawned, and skipped up a 
tree. They are strangely human in spots, 
but have no control over their feelings. One 
sometimes feels like acting like that. 

Ameha and I walked about the town this 
morning. We struck the most attractive 
market, heaps of deUcious smelling melons, 
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all kinds of fruit and vegetables, and hens 
galore, peasant women carrying them in 
their hands, — they wanted ns to buy some; 
— all sorts of things. Coming in at dusk 
last night, it was so pretty, the Royal Palace 
towering on a hill on one bank, the mag- 
nificent Houses of Parliament on the other, 
and the city all dim and twinkling. 

J6umai. Three weeks in the Hohe Tatra. 
The name "Hohe Tatra" had always 
lured me, and even Baedeker's meagre de- 
scriptions always had a charm of their own, 
and we finally went. It is a region little 
known by Americans, in the Carpathian 
moimtains, in the north of Hungary, a day's 
journey from Vienna or Budapest. We 
went from Budapest, by slow train, a long 
hot day, eight a.m. till nine in the evening, 
as the express left at an early hour, but I 
should recommend the express. The journey 
is not very interesting; great fields of com 
with rows of simflowers, and water-melons 
make one feel quite at home, till you see at 
some station the picturesque peasant women 
barefooted, in their very short skirts, and 
beautifully embroidered jackets. The last 
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part of th? way is through pretty mountain 
scenery, and after sunset suddenly high peaks 
appear among the clouds — you are there. 

We went first to Csorba See, and feU so 
completely in love with it, that we spent 
[more than] two weeks there. The hotel is 
right on the lake, with a most lovely view 
of the moimtains around it, and on the other 
side the land falls steeply away, and you 
look out across a wide valley to blue moim- 
tains beyond. The view at sunset is superb, 
and such sunsets — I never saw more gor-? 
geous ones. There are no end of attractive 
walks from Csorba See, through the most 
deUcious balsam woods, deep, mysterious, 
mossy, dryad-haimted forests, to little lakes 
with the mountains reflected in their still 
waters. Or you can spend hours lying in 
the woods on the edge of the lake, absorbing 
the loveliness, and listening to the nicest 
soimd in the world, the wind in the pines. 
And no Americans — it is almost incredible, 
coming from Munich, that was alive with 
them, to find not one in Csorba, and only 
two English people. As a slight offset 
to this attraction, some of their ways are 
rather strange to an American. For in- 
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stance, breakfast is butterless, which is 
rather hard to get used to. Then it seems 
odd to meet the postman in the corridors or 
see him looking about in the salle k manger, 
etiquette being that letters should be de- 
livered in person, apparently. A knock 
at the door at eight, you cry "Herein," 
and there is the postman sticking his head 
in, with a cheerful grin at you in bed. 

You sometimes meet strange people on 
the road, a swarthy barefoot gipsy, or men 
picturesquely dressed in white, with leather 
belts a foot wide, giving a touch of the 
imusual. 

Never have I seen such ideal woods, 
fragrant, silent, with the most adorable 
brooks running through them, brooks so 
clear they hardly seem real, now rushing 
over stones between moss-grown pine-clad 
banks with splashes of brilliant flowers, 
bluebells, great yellow ones, etc., now rip- 
pling over brown sand. They are the kind 
of woods you dream of and never find. And 
such mushrooms, no end of delicious look- 
ing Russula and Boleti. 

The cloud effects are the most beautiful 
I ever saw ; sometimes the valley will look 
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like a battle-field, little clouds scattered 
about it for smoke, then great thimder-heads 
roll up, and tiun glorious pink at sunset, 
and, in five minutes, the whole sky is trans- 
formed. Looking down the valley at sim- 
set is wonderfully beautiful; at first the 
mountains are a deep soft blue, then the 
Sim strikes out perhaps, from imder a low 
cloud, and the valley is flooded with Ught, 
and the moimtains bathed in a gorgeous 
rosy glow, range beyond range, each pinker 
and more misty and mysterious than the 
last, and the clear saffron sky beyond ; they 
are dream moimtains, and watching them 
you feel lifted out of yourself, and quite 
unrelated to earth. 

Csorba See by a full moon is one of the 
most beautiful sights imaginable. It is not 
the soft beauty of a southern night, but the 
clear brilliancy of the north ; the pine-trees 
stand out so distinctly, the moimtains are 
brightly Ughted, white clouds sail past them, 
the lake is a glittering sea of silver. As 
you walk around, you have first the moun- 
tains framed between the trees, then the 
pine-trees very black indeed between you 
and the gleaming water, and, farther on, a 
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dark mysterious wood, where the moonlight 
shines capriciously here and there, the tall, 
straight tree-trunks bar your way, while 
the gleams of light lure you on, and the 
place seems full of silent creatures of faery 
land. 

At sunset the lake is even more beautiful 
than usual, with rosy clouds above the moun- 
tains, and a gorgeous glow in the west, (it 
is exquisite), and hundreds of swallows dart- 
ing about. Then as night comes on, the 
moimtains grow dark till they are only a black 
line against the clear sky, the evening star 
comes out, and hangs low in the valley, and 
at last a great yellow moon creeps slowly 
up in the east. You must see Csorba See 
at all hours and in all weathers to really 
know and appreciate it. 

To Edith Eustis. Csorba, Tuesday, August 2nd. 
Dearest beloved Bob, 

Here we are at last in the Hohe Tatra, 
my goal for many years. We got here at 
nine last night, having left Budapest at 
8.30 A.M., and had nothing to eat all day — 
the first part was awfully hot — except 
bread and cheese, and watermelon, so it is 
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no wonder that Mamma was all in when 
we arrived. 

To begin with, no one at the station seemed 
to imderstand much German, and we had 
a hard time finding our train. There was a 
fiend in our compartment who kept her 
window closed, and wanted to close the door 
too. She had the most martyred expression 
of any one I ever saw, and looked like a 
New England spinster. I never saw such a 
beastly train ; they never stopped long enough 
to let you get more than a bite, and started 
so suddenly and quietly, as if they wanted 
to get rid of you. 

This place is on a pretty lake, with moim- 
tains behind, and on the other side, a wide 
panorama of the Valley, low moimtains, and 
stunning clouds. It's trying to rain, and 
we have had no mail for ages, for some im- 
known reason, which is a bit dismal. 

Wednesday evening, August 3rd. 
Still no letters, but our spirits have risen 
several thousand per cent; Mamma is all 
right, the weather has cleared oflf, and our 
rooms have been changed. That last was 
quite a tussle. I was closeted with Herr 
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K. for twenty minutes, and only great firm- 
ness, mixed with politeness and sadness, 
finally won the day, and got ns good rooms 
with the beautiful lake view. Herr K. is 
about the oddest man I ever met. I call 
him Humpty Dumpty for obvious reasons. 
He is enormously fat, and has a very oily 
manner, sweeps his hat oflf, touches his chest 
with both hands, bows continually, and 
interlards his speech with ^'bitte sehr'' 
and "kiiss die Hand" to such an extent that 
I can hardly pick out the words that really 
mean something. He also frequently re- 
marks how much he likes us — ''kiiss die 
Hand" — and I have great diflBculty some- 
times not to burst out laughing. 

We made a kleines Ausflug yesterday to 
the Popper See, really the prettiest walk 
I ever took, all the way through deep mossy 
woods smelUng deliciously of balsam, — such 
air, — and at the end the still Uttle lake with 
the mountains and trees reflected, Uke Alleghe. 

This place is perfectly lovely, the lake 
adds greatly, and the distant views are as 
fine almost as the near ones. The sunset 
last night was beyond anything, the kind 
that ''beggars description," so I won't try. 



Digitized by 



Google 



1910T ELEANOR BOIES TILESTON Jill 

We are glorying in the water here; it's 
a granite soil, and we drink gallons, storing 
up for the lean years ahead. 
Gute nacht, kiiss die Hand. 

Ever thy most devoted 

Chub. 

ToE. E. TatrarFured, Alt Schmecks, 

Thursday, August 11th. 
Best Beloved, 

We have left Csorba See, and are more 
than homesick; this is a far grander place, 
small tables, dressing and jewels at supper, 
more high life, and not nearly so attractive. 

Yesterday was a day, the most amusing 
we've had, and of a length, beginning at six, 
and ending at 2.30 a.m. We went up the 
Meeraugspitze, starting before seven, and 
getting there before eleven. Every one at 
the hotel said first that of course we must 
take a guide, but, when pressed, admitted 
that a porter would do, as the way was well 
marked, so, knowing us as you do, you can 
imagine whether we took a porter. 'Tis 
a wonderful walk. When we reached the 
top, a few rocks, the fog was so thick you 
couldn't see a thing, it was like being at sea ; 
and there were three Germans with a guide, 
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so we had a genial time, lunched, talked, much 
interest being shown in our being Americans, 
and having no guide ! Then suddenly the 
fog lifted on one side, and there way below 
lay the little ink-black lakes, with mountains 
rising sheer up on all sides, and breaks here 
and there kept disclosing fascinating bits; 
rocky peaks high up in the clouds, lakes 
crawling at our feet, and simlit valleys, — 
it was simply fascinating. Coming down, it 
kept shutting in and lifting suddenly, with 
strange eflfects. Once a perpendicular wall 
at least a thousand feet high was suddenly 
outlined, a black streak, no more; it was 
positively startling. 

Then we had a concert in the evening, 
a man with a splendid voice sang Tosti, etc., 
and a girl sang extremely well an aria from 
''Samson et Delilah." There were other 
things, among them a man who recited 
poems in Himgarian; they were very ani- 
mated and not humorous, as no one laughed, 
but in the last one I got fearfully amused, it 
soimded so absurd, not knowing a single 
word, (I listened in vain for yes, no, good- 
morning, or hot water), and I burst out 
laughing, and two seconds later, every one 
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laughed, so they only thought I saw the 
point sooner than they did. Lucky it hap- 
pened to be a joke. 

After the concert came a dance, and never 
have I been so amused. They danced the 
''Csardash," a Himgarian dance, — we did 
it, and were told how remarkably well we 
danced ! It is too strange for words. There 
were over twenty oflBcers there, and I was 
quite popular, and danced till I could dance 
no longer. We danced a quadrille, in which 
no one had the least idea what they were 
doing, and sat up till 2.30 — the oflScers and 
various people danced till eight, imagine! 

We are looking forward to getting back 
Tuesday. Duty compels us to see the rest of 
the Tatra, but our heart is there, at Csorba. 

Journal. Alt Schmecks, Friday, August 12th. 
Friday morning, we started out at 9.30 
up to the Kohlbach valley, an hour's walk, 
and then beyond pretty waterfalls to the 
Fiinf Seen. All the last part of the way, the 
clouds were down so low that we couldn't 
see anything, and we scrambled up to the 
little Htitte at 12.30 with no idea as to what 
our surroimdings were. There we had lunch, 
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and talked with a young Crerman, until at 
2.30 we thought we would take a look round 
and see if we could find the five Lakes. So 
we went out into the clouds, and discovered 
a little lake, and, as we stood looking at it, 
we looked up, and there, high above us, was 
a bit of a mountain top, hanging in the clouds ! 
It was extraordinarily impressive — bit by 
bit a whole range grew out of nothingness 
before our eyes, and then on the other side, 
suddenly a sharp peak appeared, quite 
black and amazingly high above us, floating 
in the clouds. As the clouds rolled away, 
a regular witches' cauldron came in sight, 
a tiny lake in a hollow of huge heights, jagged 
outUnes of soaring mountains, and white 
clouds swirling round with the most weird 
effects. And then, after a few minutes 
of wonder and something very near awe, 
pouf — the clouds were back again, the 
peaks had disappeared, and we were left 
staring at the wet blanket of fog. 

Coming down the valley the views were 
most striking, more jagged peaks coming 
in and out of the clouds, and below the 
valley always in sunshine, always smiling; 
no matter how wrapped in mist you may be, 
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that valley is always bright and radiant, like 
a person who is invariably cheerful, even 
when you are blue. 

We started out from Schmecks at nine, 
on Saturday [August 13th], such a beautiful 
day. ''At last," we said, ''the weather has 
changed." It was lovely for some time; 
the scenery is rather wild and pretty to 
Tatra Lomnitz, and, aroimd to the north 
side, there are no very striking mountains, 
but all the way almost to Javorina, the 
peasants and cottages are most picturesque, 
and utterly unUke anything you see in other 
places. You pass no end of good-looking 
clean-shaven men, in coarse white stuff, 
gaily embroidered trousers, and sleeveless 
sheepskin jackets, or heavily embroidered 
ones, and cloth shoes, and the women are 
barefoot, with short full skirts, bright ker- 
chiefs, and embroidered jackets. The hills, 
well cultivated with grain, have an oddly 
Japanese effect ; the roofs of the houses slope 
out, and they have no chimneys; the very 
few windows are outlined with a wide band 
of vermilion ; and the wood is neatly stacked 
under the corners of the roof. We lunched 
at Podspadi at 12.15 ; it must be a wretched 
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little place at its best, but we found the smok- 
ing ruins of a house and mill — the village 
has not more than half a dozen houses any 
way — the inn-keeper had been up all night 
fighting the fire, and all the provisions had 
been burnt up apparently ; all we could get 
was boiled eggs, sardines and cheese, and 
bread filled with my pet abomination, cara- 
way seeds. It was a dismal little place, 
and we were glad to go on, after an hour's 
rest for the horses. 

We reached the Fisch See at three; it's 
the most wild and desolate spot, gloomy, 
gray mountains rising precipitously from 
the lake. To our amazement and horror, 
when we walked into the little Htitte, we 
f oimd it swarming with people, over a hun- 
dred, eating and drinking, and making an 
uncommon amount of noise! In the midst 
of the din and confusion, we managed to 
"become" some excellent ''Gemiise Suppe," 
and then, cloaked and hooded in our nice 
little Viennese raincoats, we started out in 
the rain for the Meerauge See. It lies above 
the Fisch See three-quarters of an hour, 
and is even wilder, bleaker, and more for- 
bidding, the sheer walls tower up till they 
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are hidden in the clouds, and the mist driv- 
ing across the cliflfs — which were softly 
tinted here and there with green — and the 
rain beating on our upturned faces seemed 
only appropriate to the scene. 

A crowd of German peasants were amusing 
themselves up there, and, before they left, 
one of them came over to where we were 
sitting, and insisted that the ''Gnadige 
Damen" should drink from their bottle. He 
took a swig himself, and stood over us while 
we shuddered and drank. He assured us that 
it was good for the health, but we thought of 
the others who had drunk from that bottle, 
and doubted. 

We foimd comparative peace at the 
''Hiitte," the excursionists had departed, 
and only a few tourists remained. We 
spent the night and were very comfortable, 
three in a room, but everything was neat 
and clean, and our supper was excellent. 
After painfully learning a little Hungarian, 
and having a bowing acquaintance with 
the menu, it was a blow to find Polish at the 
Fisch See, absolutely unintelligible : our pride 
suffered, but German was suflScient. While 
we were there, various wet walkers drifted 
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in, one man clad in a long loden coat, and 
very little else ; his clothes were presumably 
drying, and he had a very n^lig^ appear- 
ance. He was bald, which added to his 
imdressed air. Tea in a glass, with rum, 
was the favorite drink of the tourists, and 
it looked pleasantly warming. The visitors' 
book showed no familiar names, nothing but 
Polish, Himgarian, and German. We went 
to bed at eight, after a glance out into the 
wet, black night, wind howling, rain patter 
pattering as if it would never stop, and the 
moon, poor thing, might just as well not 
have been there. So far as we were con- 
cerned, the rain never did stop. It was pour- 
ing when we left at nine the next morning, 
the clouds half hid the mountains, and the 
lake looked desolation personified. We drove 
down the valley, peering out from under 
the hood of the carriage, and trying to be 
enthusiastic over the remains of the scenery, 
but we were glad enough to reach civihzation 
at Tatra Lomnitz at three, after lunching at 
Tatra Hohlenhain, which is a most imattrac- 
tive place to do more than take a meal in. 

Tatra Lomnitz [2786 feet above the sea] 
is deUghtful ; one could stay there for weeks. 
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The Palace Hotel is really first class, a big 
fashionable place, with a good band, excel- 
lent food, lift, all the comforts of life down 
to an American bar! and frequented by 
Hungary's best and bluest, which is enter- 
taining for a change. 

Monday, [Aug. 15th], I went for a walk, 
and as it is not convenable to go alone, I 
engaged a ''porter," who turned out to be 
a small boy, about as big as a minute, in 
hotel imiform. An absurd chaperon, but 
we trotted oflf together to the Griine See. 
We left at 9.30, and got there at 11.45. A 
little bit of the way is through the most 
deUcious deep mossy wood, where your 
footsteps sink into the pine needles, the 
simUght filters down aslant, and there is not 
a soimd except the wind in the tree tops. 
Then you go up a pretty valley, and finally 
come upon the lake, surrounded by high 
moimtains. They were daintily snow frosted, 
as if some one had shaken powdered sugar 
over them, a lovely effect against the clear 
blue sky. I limched at the Uttle Htitte, 
with a yoimg Hungarian who drank my 
health, and insisted on my sharing his rather 
nasty wine. A small cat who sat in my lap 
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and ate all she could get, and a nice dog who 
stayed by me and made soft eyes for food, 
were pleasantly sociable. After limch, we 
found it was only an hour to the Rothe See, 
so the child and I scrambled up a perpen- 
dicular path, part of it the bed of a small but 
busy brook, and reached the very small 
"See" in twenty-five minutes. The view 
was glorious, below the Griine See and the 
valley, the moimtains across, and behind 
barren peaks. From there we went up ten 
minutes farther to the Blaue See, — quite 
a rainbow of lakes, — so small you could 
hardly see it, in as desolate a spot as one 
would wish to see. We came down from 
there to the Palace Hotel in two hours and 
three-quarters, at least fifteen minutes of 
which were spent by the child and me in 
picking raspberries by the side of the path 
near the hotel, warm and ripe and most 
succulent. 

The next day, we drove on to Csorbat6, 
and felt as if we had got home, it seemed 
so f amiUar and comfortable. After all, there's 
not a prettier place in the Tatra. 

There are a great many walks and climbs 
from Csorba, and I did very few. The 
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Meeraugespitze is far the best. I went up 
it a second time on a clear day, and the view 
was really superb, range after range and lake 
after lake, in all directions, as far as you 
could see. One of my two companions 
gave out at the Frosch See, and the man 
stayed with her, while I hurried up to the 
top, in fifty minutes. A stout Gennan 
whom I passed, and later met, took off his 
hat, and said, with ''Complimente,'' that 
I was the first chamois he had seen ! Him- 
garian ladies do not seem to be great walkers. 
Two other Germans said I had ''such cour- 
age,'' "Was I not afraid?" ''Was I Hun- 
garian?" "Oh, American!" They swept 
off their hats to "a real genuine Ameri- 
can," and were most interested. The path 
is unmistakable ; no one needs a guide who 
has common sense and an average head, but 
people always tell one that a guide is in- 
dispensable. 

Another walk that I took from Csorba 
was up the Patria, 2055 metres. It took four 
hours in all, from three to seven, including 
twenty-five minutes on the top. The view 
is splendid, moimtains on two sides, the 
exquisite valley with its moimtains melting 
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into the dim distance, and the Popper See 
crawling at your feet, but the climb is 
fatiguing and not attractive, up the slippery 
face of the mountain, all in the open with 
the top in sight, but never as near as you 
would like to have it. It would take a good 
deal of persuasion to induce me to go up the 
Patria again. 

The Osterva is steep but not high ; an hour 
and a half from the Popper See, — in Csorba 
all roads lead to the Popper See, — brings 
you to the top, with a nice, but not exciting 
view of the moimtains round the lake, and 
the valley towards Schmecks. 

One splendid morning I started off at 
7.40 with a guide, for the Hilgen See. We 
went by the almost inevitable Popper See, 
— my seventh time there, — up the valley 
and up a steep climb of three-quarters of an 
hour, to the lake, two hours and five minutes 
from Csorba, fast going. The lake is quite 
large, there was a tremendous wind, and 
there were real waves breaking on the shore. 
The mountains tower above, and crumbling 
debris slides into the water ; it is a typical 
Tatra lake, very wild and gloomy and 
impressive. The smaller ''See" is almost 
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more striking, a deep green pool hidden 
in the heart of the mountains; you could 
fancy yourself alone in an uninhabited 
world up there. From there we went over 
to the Frosch See ; there is no path, and you 
scramble along as best you can. My guide 
was very complimentary. He told me that 
'' — bitte — I had very good feet, and went 
over the rocks like a chamois, and — bitte — 
how old was I?" 

The day was one of those rare and won- 
derful ones, incredibly clear and blue, where 
every detail is startlingly distinct, and the 
sunlight lies so thick and brilliant over 
everything that you feel as if you could 
scrape it off with a knife. It's intoxicating 
to be in the moimtains on such a day ; you 
feel a little more than a mere human, and 
your soul soars up. 

The walk to the Eis See is a very fine one, 
up the Triimmer Thai to the right from the 
Popper See. You go climbing steeply up, 
and finally arrive somewhat breathless — 
if, like us, you go fast — at a typical, and 
very imposing, Tatra scene; a small lake 
at the foot of precipitous mountains soaring 
up, not a trace of human life, and not a 
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sound except the occasional shrill scream 
of the marmoltier, a little Alpine animal, that 
utters a most peculiar and startling cry, but 
is seldom seen. 

To E. E. C8orbat6, Friday, August 19th. 
I took a picture of the most picturesque 
guides yesterday, and soon foimd them fol- 
lowing me. At first I thought they were 
demanding money, or scolding me, but one 
struck an attitude — what they wanted 
was more pictures ! Unluckily, I had taken 
the last. 

To R. E. T, Train to Vienna, August 24th. 
Travelling is always interesting, and 'tis 
quite long since we've been on a train. 
This "Schnellzug,'' (rate about twenty miles 
an hour), has a restaurant car, so we are 
better off than coming up, and I don't 
expect any adventures. On the funiculare, 
coming down to the train, the air was fear- 
ful, and I got a window opened, whereupon 
a man sitting with his back to me turned 
roimd and glared at me all the way down, 
and I sat and beamed at him. Our lost 
letters have never turned up; perhaps the 
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Poles in Zakopane are learning English 
from them. 



ToE. E. Hotel Sacher, Vienna, Aug. 25th. 
Dearest beloved Bob, 

Yesterday's journey was delightfully com- 
fortable, cool, cloudy, and, all the last part 
of the way, not a bit crowded. We left 
Csorbat6 [at eleven, Csorba, by train, at 
twelve], amid the '^kiiss die Hand"s of all, 
and Humpty gave me a lot of candy and 
paprika, (he gave me the recipe for paprika 
huhn, I can't wait to try it), and told me 
how much he liked me. There was a breezy 
Westerner who spoke to us in the Speise 
Wagon, and later, in our compartment, 
which we were alone in for quite a spell. 
We had a Htmgarian drummer, who sat by 
me and was as genial as a pig ; told me all 
about everything from cattle to the crops, 
said how ^'praktisch'' — their pet word — 
my silk cap was, wanted to know all about 
my family, was I married, why not? I had 
better! Also a Frenchman, a very in- 
ebriated third-class creature, who was 
hoimded out by the others, who told him 
he had to change for Wien, and an old Aus- 
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trian who spoke English. She heard me 
serenading the night from a corridor window, 
and told me that I ought not to sit by an 
open window, I should injure my voice! 
Most people would say that nothing could 
hurt it. We didn't get to Vienna till quarter 
past nine, and we all sat there in the cosy 
night, conversing in English, French, and 
German, mostly German, as they all spoke 
it. It was an odd little party. 

Vienna is really quite cool. I am wearing 
a coat with comfort, two days ago people 
were dropping dead from the heat; aren't 
we lucky? To-morrow Munich, then Paris, 
and home in a little less than no time. 
Thine as always. 

Chub. 

ToR. E. T. S.S.StPavl. 

We are actually on the last stage of our 
travels. The last week in Paris was such a 
rush that I hardly know where I am now. 

The boat, of coiu^e, is packed, three hun- 
dred and fifty first-class; you can hardly 
get roimd the deck. There are lots of nice- 
looking people on board, but, with such a 
crowd and a short voyage, I don't expect 



Digitized by 



Google 



1910] ELEANOR BOIES TILESTON 2«7 

to become intimate with anyone. But of 
course you never can tell. I am well em- 
ployed, reading Symonds' "Italian Renais- 
sance/' in seven large volumes. It will last 
till we land and longer. 

Friday. We are all agog, landing before 
noon to-morrow, so we ought to be able to 
get down to Cataumet Sunday morning 
surely. Everyone is sitting roimd, making 
out their declarations, (expurgated editions, 
I suppose), and the custom-house and land- 
ing are our only topics of conversation. 
It's been smooth and cloudy all the way, 
except for one day when it rained, and was a 
trifle rough, and half the passengers promptly 
succumbed. 

At the end of the journal of 1910 are quoted the 
following words — 

''He has achieved success who has lived 
well, loved much, who has gained the respect 
of intelligent men, and the love of little 
children ; who has left the world better than 
he foimd it, who has always looked for the 
best in others, and given the best he had, 
whose life was an inspiration, whose memory 
a benediction.'' 
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To P. G. E. Philadelphia, January 12ih. 
I just came across this by Professor James : 
"And if our needs outrun the visible universe, 
why may not that be a sign that the invisible 
universe is there? Often our faith in an 
uncertified result is the only thing that 
makes that result come true." 

To P. G. E. Philadelphia, January 18th. 
It has been one of those horrid days, 
luke-warm, foggy, muddy imderfoot, and 
gloomy overhead, but at dusk there were 
fascinating effects with tall buildings vaguely 
vanishing into the mist, and the lights 
reflected in the wet street. 

To H. B. H. Milton, January 31st. 
I haven't done anything of the least 
interest since I got home, (I arrived, by the 
way, in my usual impecunious condition, 
this time with only three cents!) house- 
cleaning, all kinds of home jobs, and a little 
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social life, but nothing especial. After being 
absurdly warm for ages, a regular witch 
wind has come up, and swept the tempera- 
ture down near zero, and sends me shivering 
to the fire-side. I am trying to cure a cold with 
my favorite aspirin ; if it fails me, my faith 
in medicine is gone forever, and I shall have 
wasted a perfectly good day in the house. 

Polly had her first birthday Simday, and 
was adorable, grasping at the cake, and giving 
little cries of glee. She says ''Bye bye" 
quite plainly now, but sometimes comes out 
with it before one has any intention of going, 
which is somewhat disconcerting. 

I am struggling with a condensed history 
of philosophy — can you tell me oflf hand 
the theories of the Milesian Cosmologists, 
or the date of the death of Socrates ? '' ' Ha I 
ha!' said the duck laughing" — I can. 

ToH-B.H. Edgefield, Milton, April 26th. 
I am even busier than usual these days, 
the coral island has just been disposed of, 
[made for the Educational Exhibit of the 
World in Boston], but a church fair, Vincent 
Show, and play of my Girls' Club, are com- 
plicating life. Next week I am going to 
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make no engagements, but just loaf — and 
bookbind. Spring has behaved abominably 
to US; but has coyly come at last, and I 
rejoice. To see birds on the trees, a blue- 
bird on the wing, yes, all's right with the 
world. 

To P. G. K. MUton, May 8th. 
I love your '' Wisdom and Destiny.'' I've 
only read about a third of it, but he does 
put beautiful thoughts beautifully. All that 
about possessing your soul and so triumphing 
over destiny, of the imassailableness of your 
position when you know yourself and face 
life, — it's great, isn't it? It lifts one up. 

To H. B. H. Edgefield, Milton, Sunday, May 14th. 
I can hear the reproaches you are heaping 
on my luckless head, but, what with a Girls' 
Club play which I (poor me), am coaching, 
— oh, how I wish you could come and inspire 
us ! — which comes off Thursday, and grippe 
which I had last week, and left me rather 
shaky, I haven't done anything, seen any- 
body, or written any letters. So there! 
I'm looking forward to seeing you the 30th 
surely. When shall you come on? I am 
busy Sunday, but free otherwise, and I hope 



Digitized by 



Google 



1911] ELEANOR BOIES TILESTON 2S1 

the weather will be as enchanting as it is 
now. The country is adorable, apple-trees 
and lilacs in bloom, and everything clothed 
in that delicious young green that is so 
becoming to the trees, and so imbecoming 
to me. I am writing now in between limch, 
the dressmaker, and a girl who is coming 
out to walk with me shortly. Arnold Ben- 
nett, in ''How to live on twenty-four hours 
a day," could find little to criticize in my 
leisure(?) hours, I think. 

I'm just beginning to get up a little excite- 
ment over going abroad. It's quite near now, 
and I don't more than half want to go, but 
I always love it, and dear old Cortina calls me. 

To P. G. K. S. S, Noordam, June 2l8t. 
I never used to care very much for people, 
people in general, you know ; now I am so 
changed. My great prayer is that I may 
have an ever greater love for humanity, 
always to look for the best ; for you bring 
out the best if you believe in it and look for 
it, don't you? And I mean to come back 
much firmer in that belief in the essential 
good qualities imderneath, and more full 
of tenderness for all. 
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It's the halfway people who are unhappy, 
who want both the seen and the unseen, the 
material and the spiritual, but, when youVe 
made your choice, and, with your eyes 
open, taken the spiritual, knowing it for the 
Best, no matter what hardships and difficulties 
go with it, then come happiness, peace, and 
that deep joy. Joy seems to me such a big 
part of faith, — how people can be gloomy and 
religious I don't understand ; I simply exult. 

June 25th. 
People always say that you get the travel 
habit, and can't give it up, but that isn't true. 
I would give it up in a minute, and not with 
deep regret either. It isn't vital enough, 
it isn't human enough now. The same 
appUes to bookbinding, at which I worked 
very happily for some time. I want to help, 
to be of use. But I can practise certain 
things this simmier, patience, unselfishness, 
good temper, and my rather feeble democ- 
racy. So the time will not be wasted. 

To M. W. T. Jr. 
S. S. Noordam, Wednesday, June 28th. 

And to-morrow we land, it doesn't seem 

possible. I feel like a new-laid egg, quite 
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a different person from the weary creature 
who crawled on board. 

To P. G. K. Paris, Friday, June 30th. 

All day IVe been shopping with E. G. 
We met at ten, and parted at seven, and ac- 
complished a good deal in that time. 

She and I looked in at the Louvre, and 
I stopped in front of my favorite pictures. 
And Nik6 there, at the head of the stairs, the 
epitome of a glorious fight and dehght in 
life — Oh, if you could see her. And Venus, 
calm and clear-eyed at the end of her corridor 

— they are superb. 

Sunday, July 2nd. 
IVe had such a nice day. First, I got up, 

— I wds so sleepy — and went to communion 
at the American Church. Then the four 
of us went to the Russian Church. It's a 
little basilica, with the barbaric beauty of 
the East, very rich; all the altar part is 
screened off, gorgeously dressed priests chant, 

— one of them has the deepest, most superb 
voice I ever heard, — and sometimes appear 
and swing incense at you, and the hidden 
choir sings so exquisitely that it hurts, no 
organ, just the voices. After limch, I went 



Digitized by 



Google 



«S4 ELEANOR BOIES TILE8T0N [mi 

by my lonesome, to the Sainte Chapelle, — 
it's a heavenly little place, glowing with 
stained glass, Gothic, it soars. I was quite 
alone there, even the guardian was absent, 
and "the peace which passeth all under- 
standing'' filled me. And from there I went 
on to Notre Dame, where the beauty and the 
majesty are overwhelming. Then I met 
the others at the Luxembourg, and after 
that we went to the Louvre. This evening, 
we're going to hear music in the Tuileries 
gardens, to-morrow I shop, and we go on at 
ten P.M. to Innsbruck. 

ToP.G.K Karersee Hotel, Friday, July 7th. 

We left Bozen with pleasure this morning, 
and drove up here through stich scenery. 
This is the most beautiful place ; the moim* 
tains are impossible looking, the kind a child 
would draw, all jagged and precipitous, and 
at sunset glowing red and pink against the 
blue sky. 

Pordoi, July 8th. 6,800 feet. 

We are here for the night, having driven 
from Karer. I have climbed up on a rocky 
point, away from everything, but in sight, 
and am lying stretched out on heather-like 
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stuff, under a parasol, with one of the most 
beautiful views I've ever seen; mountains 
all aroimd, some soft and hazy against the 
sun, great green pastures, and sheer jagged 
precipices and needle-like peaks soaring up 
into the blue, and the snow-cap of the high- 
est of all peering at me above a green ridge, 
and a green valley at my feet marvellous in 
Sim and shadow. There's a river below ; it's 
roaring gently, and a fresh mountain wind 
comes and blows on me from time to time. 

To P. G. K. Cortina, July 10th. 

After all, there's no place like this ; other 
places are beautiful, but there's only one 
Cortina. I'm doing my usual stunt, lying 
full length on the hillside in the lee of a 
haystack ; the air smells of hay, the wind is 
blowing through the pines, great soft clouds 
are rolling away from the moimtains, which 
are too exquisite for words. 

Later. Evening. It's cold and gray to- 
night. I'm writing in the salon, surroimded 
by white-haired decrepit ladies. The yoimg 
and agile are walking up and down in front of 
the hotel, as much as possible in couples, (isn't 
it odd how the world gravitates to couples?). 
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Isn't life gloriously worth living, with so 
many dragons to fight, and things to over- 
come? 

To P. G. K CortiDa, Wednesday, July 12th. 
The moonlight last night was something 
to remember always. I went and sat on 
the hillside, with the yellow full moon rising, 
dark haystacks casting strangely long, thin 
shadows, the moimtains dim and misty, all 
but Tofana bathed in exquisite light, and 
later, from my balcony, the view I sent you, 
each Uttle white house, and the church steeple 
so startlingly distinct, and the hush, and the 
moimtains. 

July 15th. 

I'm ever SO pleased to find howfit I am — this 
is my first walk, and I'm absolutely imtired. 

I've been up on the hillside again, reading 
''The Will to Believe," and "Is Life worth 
Living?" I suppose you know them; they're 
very good, aren't they? 

A bee just got snarled up in my hair, and 
went buzzing off in a rage. Apropos of 
nothing, this is a very simple place, big as 
the hotel is. The floors are plain imvar- 
nished pine, there's no lift, (we wish there 



Digitized by 



Google 



19111 ELEANOR BOIES TILESTON «87 

were when we toil up four flights after a long 
walk), no bell-boys and superfluous people at 
one's elbow, and one wears what one pleases. 

Sunday, July 16th. 
Alone, under a larch tree, by a yellow 
meadow, with the same old view, a bird 
singing, butterflies fluttering about, the faint, 
distant soimd of the river. Such blue sky, 
such glorious clouds — the left-hand end of 
Tofana bright red in the sim. 

To H. B. H. Cortina, Thursday, July 20th. 

It was awfully nice of you to greet me in 
Paris and here, and I was ever so much 
pleased. 

How did you get through that frightful 
heat? I never heard anything like it, 
people dying like flies; it must have been 
unendurable — did you stay in town? It 
seems cruel to mention the hot-water bottles 
and sweaters that we have been enjoying. 

Me for Cortina ; it is certainly the nicest 
place I know, and we feel so at home here 
now, old inhabitants, embraced on both 
cheeks by Madame, and welcomed by cham- 
bermaids and waitresses, which always gives 
one a pleasant feeling. 
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The steamer was pleasant, but uneventful. 
Paris was a four days' rush, errands, sight- 
seeing in typical toiuist style, on the go from 
morning to night, then eight nights in eight 
different places, a three days' drive through 
the moimtains, and how glad we were to 
flop down here for six weeks. There are 
all sorts and conditions of women here, and a 
few men, mostly boys and grandfathers. 

Day before yesterday, Amelia and I went 
on the maddest party, with a Russian girl 
and a good-looking Italian artist. We left 
at 5.30 A.M., and didn't get back till half- 
past eight at night ; fifteen hours of motor- 
bussing, walking, climbing, driving, eating 
in Hiittes, hotels, tea-houses, three storms, 
fifteen hours of talking Italian, with some 
French, quite a little German, and a very 
little English ; excellent practice, of course, 
but my brain was permanently addled by 
the time we got home. It was too confusing 
for words. 

To P. G. K. Cortina, July 21st. 
To-day, Amelia and I went for a charming 
walk, starting at eight, and getting back at 
one, through fields of hay, and sweet-smelling 
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flowers, soft, pine-needle-y, woods-y paths, 
a little lake, a splendid view. 

When we got to the lake this morning, 
some Germans appeared, and three of them 
went rowing (the '4ake" is about a foot 
deep, and a hundred feet across). A young 
one did the rowing. He spent most of his 
time catching crabs, and two fat things 
sat in the stem, and sent the bow way up 
in the air ; then they all sang most merrily, 
''Ich weiss nic^t was soil es bedeuten," 
and invited us to come out with them, but 
we declined with thanks. A great big 
cloud, as black as a tar barrel, is roUing up 
behind Faloria. I suppose it will rain next, 
and send me scurrying down to the hotel. 
The air is too delicious. 

The Gymkhana last night was really very 
amusing, especially the egg-blowing contest. 
The Herr Lieutenant, who is very lean and 
lanky, almost flat on the floor, blowing for 
all he was worth, was a funny sight. I was 
on a team of three girls driven blindfold 
between bottles, — did you ever see that 
done? We tied, and they tossed for the 
prize, but we lost. The Himgarian, my 
tennis partner, cheated systematically all 
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the evening, and made every one furious. 
Their idea of sport is to win, no matter how. 

To-night, the sun came out from under a 
cloud, just before it set behind Tofana, and 
bathed the world with glory, snowy Antelao, 
jagged peaks all pink and purple, forests, 
green meadows, a flood of radiance. 

Later, after dinner. All the world — of 
the Faloria — is outside the hotel, it's so 
warm, after a hot day. A blind musician 
is stnunming something like a harp, and 
the big evening star has just sxmk behind 
the Falzarego Pass, just to the left of Tofana. 
It's more beautiful every night. The moun- 
tains are only dark outlines against the 
clear sky. 

To R. E, T. Cortina, July 24th. 
I played tennis yesterday with a Hun- 
garian boy against an American girl, and 
the very blonde, very young Baron von Roth. 
It's amusing to have several small Hun- 
garians chasing the ball, and yelling ^'Lob- 
dat, lobdat" (=ball); it all sounds like 
so much monkey talk. I am having quite 
a little practice in German, Italian, and a 
little French. It's very confusing sometimes ; 
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you can't remember which language you're 
talking. If the other person doesn't know 
either, it's hard on them too. 

ToR. E. T. Cortina, July 26th. 
We left after lunch in a thunder storm, 
and ran into another soon, a jolly Rip Van 
Winkle kind, with stage thunder crashing 
and echoing about in the mountains. It 
was only two hours' climb to the '' Refugio," 
where we spent the night; a funny place, 
where kitchen, dining-room, and parlor were 
the same. Dressing for dinner consisted 
in removing our boots by the kitchen stove, 
putting on slippers that were provided for 
us, and brushing our hair. There is very 
little style in a Refugio. There were a num- 
ber of Germans there, a very genial cook, 
and an adorably playful kitten; but we 
turned in very early, as we had to get up 
before five. At half-past five the next 
morning we were off, in the delicious cool of 
the early morning, and the steep climb up 
to the pass (Forcella Grande) was quite easy. 
On the top I, who was ahead, started five 
chamois, two of them small babies, and the 
way they skipped over the rocks and, in a 
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few minutes, had climbed a moimtain, and 
disappeared, was extraordinary. I had never 
seen any before, except through a telescope 
from a hotel piazza, — they do look absurdly 
like the small wooden ones that you buy, — 
or rather, if you're wise, don't buy — for 
souvenirs. 

After that, we went down for several 
hours, first through a wild, desolate valley, 
with mountains towering above us, the kind 
of absurdly jagged moimtains a child would 
draw, then into a deep gorge, where the 
imderbrush grew densely, and wonderful 
flowers, blue, purple, yellow, and white, grew 
as high as our heads luxuriantly. There 
were quantities of other flowers, the air was 
sweet with them, wild roses, just like New 
England, Alpine roses (which, in all but 
color, resemble a skxmk cabbage about as 
much as a rose), yellow violets, coliunbines, 
purple lilies, deep forget-me-nots, orchids, — 
it was a regular garden. 

When we finally reached the bottom, after 
crossing a number of brooks, one on a log 
in the most approved fashion, a bit uneasily 
though, and slipping, sliding, tumbling down, 
we came to a beautiful pine wood, where we 
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ran into a forester who walked along with 
us. He was Italian, and amusingly inquisi- 
tive, as they all are, — asked if we were 
married — how old we were — and all about 
us. If you want information, there's nothing 
like going straight to the point the way they 
do. After the forest, came a long hot stretch 
of high road, where we nearly melted, but 
all things come to an end, and we finally 
reached (Tre Croci) a hotel where we could 
flop down, drink tea and beer, and cool off, 
and rest weary feet. And when we got home 
at last at four, the disagreeable incidents 
faded away, and we remembered only the 
glorious scenery, splendid air, and wonder- 
ful sense of mastery that one gets by walk- 
ing in the mountains. One is such a worm 
in the face of all this beauty, but, after 
all, quite an intelligent worm to go where 
one wants, and overcome the difficulties 
of the mountains. 

To P. G. K. Cortina, July 26th. 

The church bells are ringing, peasants are 

gathering in the hay, it's warm, and the air 

is so sweet, — gorgeous thunder-heads are 

rolling up behind the mountains, and a 
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little wind is sighing in the larches. I'm so 
happy, 

Thursday, July 27th. 

There's a futile tennis tournament begin- 
ning to-morrow, and I was foolish enough 
to enter for singles, under the delusion that 
it was handicap, but it isn't, and I wish I 
were well out of it. 

Do you know, the days are getting shorter. 
It always gives me a little pang. Last 
night, when we came out after dinner, the 
star had already disappeared behind the 
Pass. 

Usually, one stands around and talks to 
people then ; it's the only time of day when 
I'm round, so I feel as if I ought to be a 
little sociable then. 

To E. E. Cortina, July 27th. 
Dearest and best of Bobs, 

I have just been up my first mountain, 
Cristallo, and am still drunk with excitement. 

I went alone with a guide, took the motor- 
bus to Schluderbach, was ushered up to the 
last vacant room — engaged by telephone — 
see how up to date we are — under the roof, 
about 6 X 10, but I told the genial man- 
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ageress it would do for half a night, supped 
in state — hobnailed boots and flannel shirt 
— on a verandah with a glorious view, purple 
Alpine [glow at sunset on the mountains; 
went to bed at nine, was waked at three, 
pitch dark, washed, dressed, and packed in 
fifteen minutes, actually, had breakfast, 
served by a sleepy porter who was most 
grateful for forty heller, [eight cents], and 
we were off at half-past three in the half- 
dawn. It was splendid, first following the 
bed of a shrunken brook, — you know the 
kind, — then up, then a long climb up a 
snow field, across a glacier, leaping crevasses, 
very tiny ones. At last, roped, over the 
rocks to the top, up absolutely perpendic- 
ular walls, clinging with hands and feet to 
the rocks, on the edge of fearful precipices. 
I never enjoyed anything so much in my 
life. It certainly requires a very steady 
head. Wait till you see the pictures. And 
then, arriving at the top, with all the world 
at your feet, range on range of blue moun- 
tains melting off into the distance, snowy 
peaks, Cortina crawling below, and the 
most intoxicating air I ever felt. Well, 
it was simply beyond words. 
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We went quite fast, [going down] ; you 
should have seen me sliding down the moun- 
tain, first on moving rocks, and then on 
snow. We got to my old friend Tre Croci 
at eleven, and I had tea, and cooled off on 
the piazza. The woman asked where I had 
been. I said, "Von Schluderbach, zum Cris- 
tallo.'' "Zum Joch?" said she. " Ach nein, 
zum Spitze,'' I replied. "Ach Gott, aber 
neiUf^' she cried. "So fruh!" — so, you 
see, we made good time. Then back from 
Tre Croci, with a hop, a skip, and a jmnp, 
in time to change for lunch. 

To P. G. K. Vajolet Htitte, Sunday, July 30th. 
We're spending the night here, in a spot 
as wild as wild can be, with fantastic moun- 
tains towering above us. There's some class 
to this Htitte, real beds, hot water brought 
to you, all the luxuries. I'm writing outside, 
Germans to right of me, Germans to left 
of me, kitchen behind me. 

Canizei, Monday, July 31st. 
We've had the most perfect day, the best 
walk I've ever taken, such views, everything 
from yellow rocks towering above, green 
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alps, pine woods, snow-fields, rocky gorges, 
to snow-covered ranges melting into the 
blue sky. And srich a blue — I never saw 
a deeper, more glorious blue. We made one 
of our early starts ; I went out at quarter 
of five, before breakfast, to see the sunrise 
on the pinky purply mountains. When I'm 
way up in the heart of the mountains like 
to-day, I feel very near God, everything 
shps away, and leaves me face to face with 
the big things. 

We made several long rests to-day, hav- 
ing lots of time, spent a couple of hours on 
the edge of a tiny ''See," and there we ate 
our lunch; this is what I've had to-day. 
Breakfast 5.15, a cup of chocolate and half 
a piece of nasty sweet bread. Lunch — 
ten — a hard-boiled egg, a piece of more than 
dubious tasting ham, half a stale roll, a piece 
of hard graham bread, and a lemon drop. 
And a cup of poor tea. So now, at half 
past six, I'm quite hungry, though it's funny 
how little one cares to eat when one's walking. 

In the afternoon, after we left the snow, 
(it's such fun running down snow-fields, it 
was too soft for sliding), and the rocks, we 
came down into a green valley, ("smiling" 
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would be the word there, I thmk), carpeted 
with delicious-smellmg flowers, and there 
we lay down on the grass, among the blue- 
bells and dandeUons, with no sound except 
a bird now and then, a Uttle rushing brook, 
and the far-off tinkle of cowbells. And soon 
I fell asleep, and, when I woke, I couldn't 
think at first where I was, out there so warm 
in the sim, with bees buzzing round me, and 
white clouds sailing overhead. That fimny 
first moment, when you don't know where 
you are. 

We got here at quarter of five, and being 
regular Touristen went by, with averted 
eyes, the big hotel where we have twice 
lunched in more style, and came to a Uttle 
Gasthaus, where we have now "become*' 
a very decent supper. It was rather a blow 
when, after waiting half an hour for soup, 
Nudel Suppe made its appearance, when I 
had ordered dicke Suppe. Sadly but firmly, 
I told the Fraulein that we had not bestellt 
that, and, what was more, we wouldn't 
eat it, and like magic came a nice Erbst 
Suppe, and all was well. 

There's something doing every minute, 
if you keep your eyes open. I'm sitting 
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out on the road in front of the hotel at a 
small table where two Germans are eating 
cheese, drinking red wine, and choosing 
many dozen post-cards. Now it's a small 
yellow dog stealing a bone from the jolly 
little puppy, who vainly chases him, now 
a German, with a tiny mirror, running his 
hand through his hair, hoping, I suppose, to 
improve his appearance, and arranging his 
moustache. The little church next door is 
ringing its bells violently, a baby in a pic- 
turesque chdlet is yelling, a peasant-woman 
passes with a brass water-jug. 

ToP. G. E. Cortina, August 2nd. 
Do you remember a black puppy at 
Canizei that lost a bone? When I went to 
the post-ofl&ce, the puppy accompanied me, 
worrying my skirt, and growling ferociously 
all the way. Then the next morning, when 
I came down at five, there was no one stir- 
ring, everything shut, only the black puppy, 
who was very pleased to see me, and a black 
kitten, with which he played. It didn't look 
promising for breakfast. I opened doors and 
windows, had a look at the sunrise, then de- 
scended into the dark and deserted kitchen, 
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where I located cocoa, and was hunting for 
milk and bread, when the sleepy cook ap- 
peared, and breakfast was served in no time. 
We went up a pass, and down into the most 
enchanting green valley, with flowery mead- 
ows, peasants haying, picturesque little cha- 
lets, goats, (they do make the silliest noise), 
and brown-eyed Italian children, always 
begging. It was too lovely. Then we came 
to the most magnificent gorge I ever saw, 
cut deep through the mountain, really awe- 
inspiring. After that, we began to be a 
little weary, it was twelve; we had break- 
fasted for the second time on chocolate and 
rolls under a tree at 9.30. So, we lay down 
imder some pine-trees, and a sociable cow 
came and stood by us, chewing, flicking 
her tail, and tinkling her bell. We got to 
Caprile, where we spent the night, at two, 
and had a very fly(y) limch. Being Italy, 
the spaghetti was delicious. Being Italy, 
the soup and meat were punk, and the 
bread was awful. Indeed, I can't tell you 
with what excitement I look forward to 
dinner, the thought of fresh bread almost 
throws me into a fever. Materialist, do 
you say? I'm afraid so. 
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From there we walked down to Alleghe, 
the loveUest lake, barring the Italian lakes, 
I ever saw, such exquisite mountains, lights, 
shadows, and clouds. But the highroad 
is hard, — *' 'ainmer, 'ainmer, 'ainmer on 
the 'ard 'igh road'' hurts people's feet as 
well as horses', and when we got there, over 
an hour, on an elusively curving road that 
made you think each time you were almost 
there, we were quite weary. 

After supper, two Uttle girls went by, one 
with two copper water-pots slung on a pole 
over her shoulder, the other with a basket. 
Suddenly, the cover of the basket sprang 
up, and out flew a large chicken. The child 
began to sob and cry *' Dio mio ! Dio mio I" 
and started the chase, in which all the 
neighbors joined, the chicken squawked and 
flapped, and scuttled about, and couldn't 
be caught; then a dog got excited and 
chased in good earnest, and at last the chicken 
fled into a house, and was run to earth by 
the child. It was awfully funny. We went 
to bed as usual with the birds, and got up 
with them at the same magic hour of 4.30. 
I'm really quite hardened to it. As we 
had our second breakfast, of pea-soup, (I 
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never shall be able to have pea-soup with- 
out visions of Htittes and mountains), at 
half-past nine, part way up a pass, we 
thought how disgusting the idea would be 
to one at home — pea-soup for breakfast! 
It sounds nasty. 

And we got home in good time for tea. I'm 
as fresh as can be. I certainly am in awfully 
good condition. We must have walked be- 
tween fifty and sixty miles in the last three 
days. 

To R. E. T. 
Cortina, August 5th. [Ascent of Croda da Lago.] 

I'll tell you about my day. I went oflf 

in the afternoon, and spent the night at a 

hotel down the valley, supped alone on a 

verandah, with mountains all around, red 

and purple in the sunset glow. I had 

Kalbsbraten mit Kartoffeln, tea, and Eaiser- 

schmam. And I went to bed early in a 

little cubby hole under the roof, and got up 

at three o'clock, dressed by electric light, was 

served breakfast by a heavy-eyed porter, 

and started off with the guide at half-past 

three in the dim starlight. As we went on, 

the sun touched the mountain tops, turning 

them brilUant colors, and the day came. 
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After three hours walkmg, crossing snow- 
fields and a glacier, (peering fearfully down 
green crevasses), we came to the rocks, I 
put on climbing boots, and was roped se- 
curely to the guide. I felt like a dog on a 
leash at first, but got used to it. Rock 
climbing is the most exciting thing I ever 
did. You go up absolutely perpendicular 
walls, clinging with feet and hands on the 
edge of tremendous precipices, like a fly on 
the wall, with great yellow peaks towering 
above into the deep blue sky. At one place, 
we went up a '' chimney, *' a cleft in the rock 
250 feet high, and so narrow that a stout 
person cannot get up it. It was fearfully 
hard work, the guide was always ahead with 
the rope, ready to pull me if I fell, and I 
writhed and wriggled and squirmed and 
shinned up, using every available portion 
of my anatomy, so that to-day I am black 
and blue. The rest of the climb was com- 
paratively easy, though there were some 
pretty impossible-looking places. Coming 
down was quite appalling, hanging on by 
your hands, and trying to feel a place for 
your feet. Once on top the view was simply 
magnificent, and the glorious air and thrill- 
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ing sense of overcoming obstacles, and seeing 
the world at your feet, range on range of 
blue mountains, snow-clad and rocky, melt- 
ing off into the distance, — it was simply 
intoxicating. Now I am bitten by the 
climbing microbe, and can think of nothing 
else. 

To E. E. August 4th. 
The cautious Baedeker calls to-day's climb 
^'very difficult — for experts only,*' so you 
see there's some class to me. 

ToP.G.K Cortina, August 6th. 

I'm up on my old place on the hill where 
I haven't been for a week, and there's a 
heavenly Waldesrauschen. 

Last night I climbed up above the hotel, 
where it and the town were hidden, and sat 
on the edge of the mysterious moonUt woods, 
that smelt deliciously pine-y after the rain. 
The mountains were dim and exquisite. 

Hotels are funny places — the amount of 
gossip that runs round, and the endless things 
that every one knows about every one else, 
are really astonishing. So many people do 
nothing but sit about all day — they have 
nothing to do but talk about people. 
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Great excitement, — my opera tickets from 
Munich have just come. I'm so pleased ; I 
was afraid I shouldn't be able to get them, 
though I always feel confident of getting 
things that I try for. I'm rather lucky that 
way. ''Siegfried" on the 19th, ''Walkiire" 
on the 21st. I've always wanted to go in 
Munich ; they say it's so wonderful. 

I was rather weary when I left home, and 
now I feel as if I could conquer kingdoms. 
So I shall come back very fit for the winter's 
work. 

August 7th. 

Back from another moimtain [Becco di 
Mezzodi], and bursting with energy and the 
joy of living — I do love it so. We started 
off, the Hungarian boy and I, at half-past 
four, the guide following, the Swiss family 
(not Robinson) ahead, but we soon caught 
up with them. My usual luck w^asn't with 
me ; it rained most of the way to the Hiitte, 
and we waited there an hour till it had mostly 
cleared, and I " became " a plate of pea-soup. 
Then we went up ; it was rather tame after 
Croda da Lago. There were two short 
chimneys that weren't hard to manipulate, 
once you got started; the rest was easy, 
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but there was a gorgeous view, clouds, 
storms, and sunlight, mountains all around 
(naturally), and far below a delicious melo- 
dious tinkle of goat-bells. 

To E. E. 
Wednesday, August 0th. [Ascent of Cinque Tom.] 

I had a very good time yesterday. It 
was such a glorious day, that I couldn't 
stay in bed, so I got up at six, breakfasted 
on the verandah — the rolls were too deli- 
ciously fresh — and started oflf alone in the 
wonderful early morning. I sauntered up 
past the Belvedere to Pocol, and reclined 
oti the grass in the shadow of a cross till 
the English navy [officer], and the guide, — 
who looked like a brigand, — came along. 
He had refused to start before eight, saying, 
''If we leave then, we shall be back for tea," 
and, of course, to an Englishman nothing else 
in the world matters. Aren't they fimny? 

We got up to the Albergo Cinque Torn 
at eleven. Lieutenant H. had some vin 
ordinaire, which he offered me thus, ''It's 
very nasty; won't you have some?" There 
I donned the knickers, and I went up to the 
Tocks, where I ate my lunch alone, with a 
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gorgeous view, and enjoyed both immensely, 
while mein Fremid went up the chimney 
up. Then he came down, and went to the 
Albergo for his lunch, while I went up. It 
was no end of fun; there were some very 
difl&cult places to manipulate, and once, for 
the first time, I slipped, and swung out on 
the rope ignominiously. But that's better 
than being gloriously dashed to pieces with- 
out it. I struck a new kind of chimney 
going down, very narrow, with no foot or 
hand hold ; you sit facing forward and out, 
with a knee against each side, and slide 
down thusly. It's great sport. We got back 
here at five — just right for tea ! 

Bye-bye, lots of love to the Crawler, the 
Sword Swallower, and all the happy family. 
How do you Uke my latest picture on the 
Croda da Lago? More of reahsm than 
grace, but it gives you quite a good idea of 
the joys of climbing. Thine, 

Chub. 

To P. G. K. Cortina, August 9th. 
A man is singing in the fields below, mak- 
ing hay, something vaguely melancholy, and 
very Italian ; it is still and rather hot. The 
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Cinque Tom stand up against the blue sky ; 
it's funny to think that yesterday I was up 
there, sliding down chimneys and scrambling 
up the rocks. 

August 10th. There's going to be a ''baby 
party" to-night. I worked for a while, try- 
ing to get up a costimie, and then gave it up 
in despair, but I didn't really want to go, so 
all's well. 

Friday, August 11th. 

The ''baby party" was quite a success. 
As usual, the Herr Lieutenant made a great 
hit, in a weird blue costimie, short skirt, 
with white panties showing, and a bib, with 
"please do not kiss me," in Italian, on it, — 
he was killing. A big Frenchman was 
splendid in a dainty lingerie dress, with 
baby blue ribbons, a small white parasol, 
and curls. They both sacrificed their mous- 
taches, which was very sporting in them. 

Afterwards there was dancing, but the 
moon was full, and I slipped away alone, 
and went up where I could see it, "rising 
in its glory," too divinely beautiful for 
words. 

Life is so magnificently worth living, and 
worth living so magnificently, isn't it? 
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It's evening, cold and rainy. I'm in the 
salon, so are a thousand other people. Near 
me are a Frenchman, Austrian, German, 
English people, Hungarians, Italians, and a 
Russian. 

A gymkhana is on for to-night. I shall 
pursue potatoes, fan eggs, and win no prizes ; 
I never do that, but, as I never expect to, 
I'm not disappointed. 

To P. G. K. Sunday morning, August 13th. 

I'm writing on the verandah, as the glory 
of the day has departed. A Frenchman is 
playing the entrance music to ''Butterfly," 
some Hungarians are playing cards, others a 
game of chess, three stout Germans are deep in 
maps, the very ordinary couple from Boston 
are vacantly smiUng in a comer, EngUsh 
spinsters are toiUng up the hill from church. 

It was glorious early, at half-past seven, 
when I went down to the early service; it 
was clear, blue, almost cloudless, of a beauty 
that sent one soaring up, and made one feel 
as if one could carry something in one's 
heart that would never fade, to help one 
over the dull moments, the depression that 
is bound to come sometimes. I do think 
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I have got a great deal from the mountains 
that I shan't ever lose. 

It's clearing, and a party of us are plan- 
ning to go up Nuvolau by moonlight. A 
pass6 moon, but better than nothing. 

To P. G. K. Cortina, Tuesday, August 15th. 
Nix for the all-night walk. Our trip up 
Nuvolau was not the wild success it might 
have been, as it was cloudy, and, though we 
got very wild and gloomy effects from time 
to time, of dark peaks half swathed in clouds, 
and half hidden valleys, it wasn't ever clear. 
We started off a little after eleven, amid 
cheers from every one assembled in front of 
the hotel, seven of us. For a while I was 
consimied with sleep, and walked in a sort 
of dream, and rather a bad dream, but I 
waked up later. We got up there at four, 
and the view was splendid, the moon com- 
ing out a little. We roused the man at 
the Htitte, who ought to be quite used to 
it, but he was very cross, and when I went 
into the kitchen and remarked that it was 
nice and warm there, he snapped, "Die 
Kiiche ist fiir mich," — which startled me; 
I thanked him, and said he was very kind ; 
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the others blew him up in fluent German, 
and he became quite mild. It was awfully 
cold up there; I sat on a tiny chair on a 
platform overlooking the mountains all 
around, huddled up in a sweater and long 
coat, and watched the lovely pink simrise. 
AmeUa and I started down ahead, and had 
the inevitable pea-soup at six, at my friend 
the Cinque Torri, and got home at nine for 
breakfast, rather stiff, and in a few hours, 
extremely sleepy. I slept from lunch to 
tea-time, and soundly last night, I assure you. 
We passed troops of soldiers coming down, 
some on the march, and a lot resting by the 
roadside, stretched out on the grass in rows, 
between which we passed, amid endless com- 
ments, which I failed to understand. The 
village is full of soldiers, and ofl&cers beautiful 
to behold, there is much saluting and walking 
about, they add greatly to the beauty of 
scenes. I saw Celestino, and arranged to go 
up a mountain to-morrow, one of the peaks of 
Cristallo. I'm so glad to get one more climb. 

To P. G. K. Cortina, Wednesday, August 16th. 
IVe had one of the most glorious days 
of my life. Yesterday, I started off at five 
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P.M., leaving my rucksack for Celestino to 
bring, being on to his unpunctual habits, and 
walked very happily up to Tre Croci, in 
the lovely late light. Arriving at the hotel, 
at 6.30, which is all there is there, I asked 
if they had ''Zimmer frei?" The discon- 
certing answer was no, ''alles besetzt," but 
I persuaded them that I must have some- 
thing, so I was promised a bed in the Lese 
Saal, which was better than nothing but 
sounded odd. Then I went out on the open 
verandah, and sat at a little table, facing the 
view, and ''became" pea-soup, just by way 
of a change, and my regular meat and pota- 
toes, and a very nice Mehlspeise. It began 
to pour suddenly ; I sat there with the rain 
pattering on the roof, and the mountains 
black and forbidding, and enjoyed it. A 
nice ItaUan chambermaid showed me to the 
Lese Saal, an upstairs enclosed verandah 
afifair, replete with books, such trash, Rhoda 
Broughton, John Strange Winter, etc., in 
tattered paper covers, and a very comfort- 
able-looking sofa-bed, strangely out of place. 
I was rather nervous for fear some one would 
come in for the quite justifiable purpose 
of reading, so I started on a book on climb- 
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ing, and at half-past eight, back came the 
chambermaid to say that two people who 
had ordered a room had not turned up, and 
she escorted me and my rucksack across 
in the black night to a d6pendance, where I 
was installed in a perfect palace, two beds, 
— I considerately only slept in one, — three 
great mirrors, and a resplendent washstand 
and wardrobe, all for two kronen! I slept 
badly, as I always seem to before a cUmb, 
and all night the wind raged, the rain fell, 
and it was as unpromising as could be. Also 
very cold ; half the night I smothered under 
a voliuninous feather-bed, the other half 
I just barely kept warm without it. I got 
up betimes, and at four went over to the 
hotel. It was gorgeous moonlight, too 
beautiful. Breakfast didn't take long ; isn't 
it fimny what a difference a few hours make 
— in bread! then Celestino was late, of 
course, so I wandered about by the hotel in 
the fading moonUght and the growing dawn. 
We started at 4.45, and had such an exquisite 
sunrise, Tof ana a marvellous purple red in the 
first rays of the sun, and the other moun- 
tains following suit. The rock part was great, 
perhaps the best yet, far the longest, three 
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hours up, — we took two; Celestino was 
quite breathless. He certainly is an awful 
flatterer ; he had the face to tell me that I 
climbed as well as some of the guides in 
Cortina! They must be punk guides. It 
was even more precipitous than the others, 
and a specialty seemed to be narrow ridges, 
— one was only about a foot wide, with a 
great sheer fall on each side, which we 
walked across, with nothing to hold on to. 
Another time, I took a flying leap across a 
very little chasm, perhaps six feet across. 
You can't describe the joys of climbing, but 
it was too exciting for anything. We stayed 
an hour and a quarter on top ; it was a beauti- 
ful day, clear, and so cool. 

We got down to Tre Croci at half-past 
one. Celestino went straight back, and I 
stayed there. Before I got my limch, I 
wrestled with the telephone — ^in Grerman, 
don't you wish you could have heard me? — 
sending a message to Mamma that I was 
safe and sound. I limched at the same 
little table, then I strolled home, singing 
down the valley, exuberantly happy, Cris- 
tallo soaring red into the deep blue sky ; siich 
a world ! 
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To P. G. K. 

Train from Toblach to Munich, Friday, August 18th. 

We're oflf, quite literally in a cloud of dust. 
We left Cortina at quarter of eight, amid 
the smiles and ^'a rivedercis'' and ^'gliickliche 
Reises" of the assembled staflf of the hotel. 
We had a lovely drive, but I was more than 
sleepy, having been very shy on sleep most 
of the week, lunched at Toblach, and scram- 
bled into an empty compartment, followed 
by Mrs. W. and Miss D., and are all now 
neatly ensconced in a smoking compart- 
ment (necessity, not choice, don't think I've 
become so continental). It's rather hot to 
spoiled mountaineers like us, but there's a 
nice breeze. I'm sitting coatless in my blue 
cap, most joyful. 

To H. B. H. Munich, Sunday, August 20th. 

It's been a frightful summer over here, 
though we've escaped it all. Cortina is 
the nicest place I know ; I do love it. 

I took up climbing a few weeks ago, — 
and am simply mad about it. You should 
see me, clad in flannel shirt and knickers, 
clinging on the edge of dizzy precipices, 
shinning, writhing, wriggling, pulling myself 
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up "chimneys," or sliding down them, sit- 
ting face out, a knee against either side of the 
rock, and then down you go. You can't 
imagine what fim it is, and how exciting; 
everything else seems tame. Amelia and 
I took a four days' walking trip, and had a 
splendid time; over passes, snow-fields, 
sleeping at little Hfittes and odd little hotels, 
getting up at simrise, drinking of moim- 
tain brooks, and eating imder the trees, and 
always in such wonderful scenery, yellow 
peaks towering above us into the deep blue 
sky, green valleys, snow-covered ranges, and 
perfectly intoxicating air. It's rather a cqme 
down to get to cities again in the lovely 
summer weather, but it's only for three 
weeks, and then we sail. I really expect 
to enjoy Germany very much, and I'm very 
fond of Mimich. 

To P. G. K 

Nilmberg, Hotel Goldner Adler, August 22iid. 

We left [Mimich] a little after eight, on 
the schnellest Zug you ever saw, and got 
here at half-past ten. It was disconcerting, 
arriving early at the train, and securing 
window-seats with zest, to be turned out 
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of them by people who had engaged them 
beforehand. We retired ignominiously to 
a Raucher, not by the window, but the 
couple in it were quite decent about open 
windows, which is always the critical point, 
so all was well. 

I find rising with the lark less inspiring 
here than in Cortina, and was quite sleepy 
at the hour of 6.15 this morning, but have 
recovered. Nuremberg is channing, the 
steep red roofs of the picturesque houses, 
with flaming geraniums in the windows, 
and all kinds of things to see, nice old Gothic 
churches, tortures (that horrible Iron 
Maiden), market-places, fountains, a clock 
with revolving figures; I was kept quite 
busy, and then Mamma and I took a drive, 
and saw all that's fit to see in Niimberg. 
I'm sure the cabby knew it by heart back- 
wards. 

To P. G. K. 
Ooldner Adler, Niimberg, Donnerstag, Aug. 24tb. 

I've seen quite a lot the last two days. 

Rothenburg was a great success. I went 

a little after eight in the morning, and got 

back a little after eight at night, two hours 

each way, and spent a delightful day, wan- 
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dering about. It's like a toy town, so small, 
and so absurdly picturesque and old, you 
can hardly believe it is real, with almost 
every house gabled, red-tiled, geranium- 
decked, the walls encircling it, with all their 
towers ; it's just a bit of the past that you 
step into. I climbed a rickety old tower, 
and got a nice view of red roofs and the 
coimtiy roimd, walked aroimd on the walls, 
past such fascinating houses, one place a 
lot of gardens, with queer old houses round 
them, no one to be seen except a white- 
haired old man in blue pacing about, abso- 
lute tranquilUty, quantities of white butter- 
flies hovering impartially above cabbages 
and roses. I stood for some time absorbing 
it. I lunched in solitary state at a strange 
little hotel, assisted by a horde of flies. 
Two casualties were reported : one f ellin to 
the soup, and one got mashed on a potato. 
A thunder-storm came up, and passed away 
by the time I was ready to go out again. 
I was seized with sleepiness, and went and 
sat on a very wet bench in a small park, 
and the trees dripped on me, and I dozed 
gently for a while. Then, I did some more 
"seeing," but by five it was a very weary 
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Willy that sat down on a bench m the market- 
place. At last, it was train-time. I sat 
by the window with a German, and five 
young college blades of a — well, not a 
Boston type, — but, as they ignored me, I 
didn't mind them. I forgot to mention 
an embarrassing moment, just as we were 
getting off the train [in the morning], (I 
went third, and foimd many Americans 
who had the same brilliant idea) ; some 
people suddenly invited me to join them 
for the day! (not having spoken before). 
Imagine my horror! I instantly declined, 
politely but firmly, to have anything to do 
with them. I draw the line at going roimd 
with people. I'm too used to leading the 
way, I'm afraid. So, this evening, I talked 
to them and tried to atone. 

To-day was Bamberg, only an hour by 
Schnellzug; nine-fifteen we left, and were 
back at four. It's mostly modem, but there's 
a wonderful cathedral in a very beautiful 
square on the side of a hill, really a mag- 
nificent cathedral, and as old as old. I 
went back there by myself after limch, and 
I was all alone in that huge, silent awesome 
place. 
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To P. O.K. 
Hotel de Saxe, Prague, Friday, Aug. 25th. 

Behold me in Bohemia, trying my best 
to feel Bohemian, and succeeding very ill. 
Of all outlandish gibberish this Czechish lan- 
guage is the worst. It looks as if a lunatic 
had been playing the letter game, and sounds 
like monkey talk. Luckily, every one talks 
German, but it's a funny feeling to be in a 
place where you don't know a word of the 
language. 

We had a perfect cinch coming here, seven 
and a half hours it took, with a compart- 
ment all to ourselves, and as cool as one 
could ask for. The scenery was rather flat, 
but attractive, red-roofed villages, fields 
with cows drawing the ploughs, bits of local 
color ; a goose-girl with her flock, a steepled 
church, perched k la Diirer, on top of a hill, 
against great thimder-clouds ; enchanting 
forests with straight tall trunks bare to the 
top, and no underbrush, so that one looked 
way into them, mostly deserted. Once I 
saw an old woman with a load of faggots, 
and once a brown deer, startled, head erect ; 
it was all like Hans Christian Andersen, — 
I shouldn't have been in the least surprised 
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to see an ogre or a princess. Geese seem 
to be the only distinguishing feature of a 
Bohemian landscape, though I tried to make 
out that the shortnskirted barefoot peasants 
were more gaily dressed than in Germany. 

We got soup at the frontier, and then, 
when we tried to go back to the train, for 
our Handgepack examination, which was 
the merest farce, all the doors were locked, — 
it was absurd; we went round the station 
trying every door, — all locked, — till, after 
chasing about for some time, we found one 
that wasn't. I wonder what the paternal 
government was afraid we would do. 

Saturday evening. Here we are in Dres- 
den. I couldn't endure Prague, and, finding 
Mamma felt the same, after a very successful 
morning sight seeing, we departed in glee 
after lunch. Prague is chockfull of palaces, 
and all the new buildings are very handsome, 
whether they are palaces, apartment-houses, 
or shops; there's a fine square, a beautiful 
church (not too beautiful, not as nice as the 
one in Niimberg), etc., but, for some psy- 
chological reason, I didn't like it. The 
hotel wasn't much, and no one was very 
pleasant somehow; so I was glad enough 
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to be off, and in the train. We had to change 
at the frontier, another farcical examina- 
tion, another affair of being locked out from 
the train, which to a "free" American is 
singularly annoying. We spent half an 
hour like sheep in a pen, in a crowded, stuffy 
room until it pleased the officials to let us 
out. The first part of the way we were in 
a ''Rancher," by mistake, with four men, 
who first smoked bad cigars, carefully clos- 
ing the door for fear a draught might blow 
them away, and then slumbered in various 
slouchy and charming attitudes. I stood 
in the corridor most of the way, but when I 
came in they had just time to begin the usual 
delightful fire of questions, but before they 
had reached the ''How many brothers and 
sisters have you? How old are you? Are 
you married?" they had to get out, so they 
wiU never know. 

To P. G. E. Dresden, August 28th. 
When we're am Reise, I look like a hat and 
coat stand with purse, Baedeker, and a 
small straw bag hanging on one arm, my 
coat over it, kodak on my shoulder, parasol 
in hand — a walking rack to hang things on. 
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We like Dresden ever so much. Yes- 
terday morning, Sunday, we went to the 
picture gallery, were there the minute it 
was open, and, with about fifty other prompt 
souls, beat it to the farther end where the 
Sistine Madonna hangs, or rather stands, 
as it is an altar-piece. - It really is remarkable. 
The Madonna's face is the only part I care 
for, but the expression in her eyes is wonder- 
ful, a foreshadowing of anguish, looking out ; 
the depth and beauty of them is extraor- 
dinary. After that, we went to the Hof 
Kirche, and heard lovely singing, fine voices, 
and a good orchestra and organ. In the 
late afternoon, we drove through the beauti- 
ful park, and then sat a long time on the 
terrace of the Caf6 Belvedere, imbibing 
Eiskaffee, and listening to a very good band, 
playing very nice music. 

To-day, I've been to an Historical Mu- 
seiun, full of wonderful knights in armor, 
two got up tournament style, nodding ostrich 
plumes in their helmets, visors up, horses 
richly caparisoned (is that the right word?), 
long lances thrust under one arm, reins 
gathered stiffly in the other hand, — they 
looked so like Tweedledum and Tweedledee 
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dressed up to have a battle, that I couldn't 
help laughing. Then, farther on, were most 
elaborate shields, enamelled and jewel-studded 
swords, suits of armor all covered with en- 
graving, and the gorgeous clothes belonging 
to different people. It did bring the past 
so near to see the very bats and shoes they 
wore three hundred years ago. Those lines 
kept running in my head, 

'* And all their pomp of yesterday 
Is one with Nineveh and Tyre " — 

they are so vanished from the earth, — their 
belongings are there, in a glass case, — we 
look at them, wonder at them, and soon we 
shall be gone too, — it made life seem a 
very "passing show," and made me reaUze 
again how Uttle material things count for. 

David arrived yesterday afternoon; it's 
awfully pleasant to have him here. 

To-day, the pictures again. You never 
saw such grotesque creatures as there were 
there, regular caricatures ; they were almost 
as interesting as the "Old Masters." There 
was an American girl, startlingly dressed 
in black and white satin, and extremely 
decoUet^e blouse, — and svch Germans. I 
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wonder why Rubens had such a predilection 
for inebriated old men^ drunken carousals, 
and unclad fat ladies. I find them so un- 
pleasant. The Dutch School is, as Baedeker 
would say, splendidly represented, ad 
nauseam. I got so sick of satin and fur, 
people peering out of windows, glasses of 
wine, low life scenes, etc, ; they are realism 
run into the ground, not what I care for. 

Later — ''I am weary imto death.'' David 
and I have spent the afternoon at 
the Hygiene Exposition, and succeeded in 
seeing about a quarter of it. Parts of it 
are most interesting — there's everything from 
English tenement statistics to aboriginal 
huts, and painfully realistic models of 
diseased limbs ; with him to explain things, 
I learned a little. From the Sistine Madonna 
to looking at a flea through a microscope 
seems quite a jiunp, doesn't it? But the 
same tram takes you to both. I'm extremely 
impressed by the amount I don't know; 
it's quite appalling. 

To C. A. L. B. Berlin, Sept. 6th. 
The Zoo is delightful; there are lots of 
babies, baby zebra, yoimg yak, and bison, 
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also a day nursery, two small tigers, a little 
lion and a panther, all playing round, but 
the most enchanting of all were four six 
weeks^ old lion-cubs, the size of a cat, tum- 
bling about, pulling each other's tails, and 
behaving just like kittens or puppies. The 
man let me pat one and scratch its head; 
it was so soft and woolly. We drove along 
the Sieges- A116e where Baedeker says "the 
nobility and fashion of Berlin are to be seen,'' 
but, alas ! it was empty, except for American 
tourists who, like us, were vainly looking 
for fashion and nobility. Berlin's a splendid 
city, huge, clean, with motors rushing about, 
subway, underground, all the comforts of 
home, not a bit like Dresden (not half so 
nice, incidentally). Most of its buildings 
were created quite recently ; I'm sure that 
wiU interest you. If you'll wait, I'll look 
up the dates and architects. No? 

To H. B. H. Edgefield, MUton, Friday, Sept. 22nd. 

We docked Tuesday ev^iing at seven, and 
took the midnight on, and the 7.10 a.m. to 
Cataiunet, where we stayed with Edith 
until this morning. Life is rather strenuous, 
getting unpacked, and Margaret's house 
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ready for her on Monday, and my School 
for Social Workers beginning Tuesday. I 
shall not be a lady of leisure this winter, but 
up to my eyes in work. 

Diary. Tuesday, September 26th. 
In the morning is the opening of the 
School for Social Workers. Home for limch. 
P.M. Conference of Associated Charities, 
726 Dudley St., by Upham's Comer. 

Diary. Saturday, September 30th. 
In at 7.45 a.m. to Albany St. Took baby 
and its grandmother, Italian, to M. G* 
Hospital. 

To C. A. L. B. Edgefield, Milton, October 1st. 

You see I was right about the weather, but 
even the rain couldn't dampen my spirits ; 
I never was so gloriously happy. Heavens, 
what a wonderful world it is, and how glad 
I am to be in it ! 

But to-morrow I rise at the crack to escort 
the bambina again to the M. G. H. and it's 
after eleven, so Voir. 

To P. O. E. Edgefield, Milton, Oct. 31st. 
Florence Kelley spoke to us to-day; she 
was splendid, so intense, full of suppressed 
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fire, with great deep eyes. Sometimes I can't 
help feeling as if all charity (meaning relief) 
was wrong, postponing improvements, but 
I suppose that is an exaggerated idea. But 
most of it seems so appallingly superficial ; 
evils are on such a big scale, that mustn't 
one fight them wholesale? 

To P. O. K. Tuesday evening, Deoember 5th. 

I am feeUng very much alive this week. 
My head is up above the day by day things, 
and I'm trying to keep my eye on the big 
things behind, what it's all for. It's a great 
old world, isn't it ? 

To-day, as you may guess, has gone rather 
well, barring the tameness of the dance 
halls ! and I feel a little as if some day I might 
be able to do a — very Uttle — something; 
a bit of light gUmmers. 

To H. B. H. Edgefield, Milton, Nov. 21st. 
My knowledge of Arabic sentences con- 
tinues to be slim, but useful, and I go around 
murmuring ''Shoo is ma," ''Urba, Eleta, 
sabba, meni" (coimting), so that if I'm 
not arrested for lunacy, it will be a wonder. 
My head is so full of a jumble of problems, 
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studies, and new ideas, that I can't seem to 
think of anything to write about. I have 
begun an investigation into the f aciUties for 
recreation for girls near Denison House, 
where I work, and expect to spend a number 
of evenings looking into the dance hall 
problem, moving-picture shows, etc. It's 
a subject that interests me tremendously. I 
must do some reading and hie me to my 
downy, so good-night. 

To P. G. K. Denison House, December 9th. 
It's eleven o'clock, and I've just come in 
from ''recreating" with B. I don't mind 
saying that I'm tired, after Christmas shop- 
ping this morning. School, Mattapan Con- 
ference (I was secretary again, and had to 
''cast a ballot," not having the vaguest 
idea how or where to cast it), and hoofing 
it all the evening. I think we covered the 
entire District, from the Grand Opera House, 
— where the air in the Family Circle could 
be cut with a knife, — to the Caf 6 Dreyfus, 
which filled me with pity and loathing. I 
couldn't stand it, — those poor women, poor 
painted things. But of dance halls not a 
one, save only a dancing academy, with a 



Digitized by 



Google 



1»0 ELEANOR BOIES TILESTON [I9ii 

great deal of class, where we were allowed 
to sit in a comer and look on — but the lady 
proprietress dashed my hopes by telling 
me proudly that almost none of the people 
there were from the neighborhood! So it 
doesn't seem to fill the bill. I have come 
to the conclusion that the girls don't recreate, 
they stay at home. 

To P. G. E. Denidon House, Wed., Dec. 13th. 
It seems to be hard for any one to recognize 
me as a person who can go about and see 
things, particularly after 10 p.m. But I 
am not out for excitement or a good time, 
only to find out what my little sisters here 
are offered for the good time they crave. 
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On Saturday, February 17th, she had a 
sore throat which became very severe, ap- 
pearing to be tonsillitis, but it proved in a 
few days to be scarlet fever of an alarming 
type. She was very ill, and died on Thurs- 
day, March 7th. Although she was delirious 
more or less for a niunber of days, she was 
always considerate of her nurses, and often 
urged them to rest, and to avoid taking 
cold. One of them wrote to her mother 
afterward : "It may comfort you to remember 
that Miss Eleanor was not troubled or fearful 
in her delirium as many are. Her mind was 
often on her work ; at other times she lay 
quiet and smiling as if she was listening to 
something that amused her or made her 
happy." 

Among the letters received after her 
death was one written by one of the poor 
Italian women among whom she had been 
working in connection with her training for 
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Social Work. "I am writing you these few 
lines to let you know that I have heard the 
sorrowful news of your daughter's death, 
and to tell you the truth, it was the worst 
shock I had received for years, and wept 
as though it was my own daughter. 

" She was the finest young lady I had ever 
met, and about the best friend I ever had, 
and used to go to places with me all the 
time. Now, for instance, the last time I 
seen her we were going to the dispensary; 
it was a very cold day, and when we were 
walking she was so kind as to offer me her 
muff, and insisted so that I had to take it, 
showing you, dear Mrs. Tileston, that she 
was a very kind-hearted girl." 

A friend wrote of her, ''I cannot express 
in any adequate way my sympathy and 
sorrow for you all to whom Eleanor was so 
dear. May you be comforted by the happy 
memory of her siumy spirit and her life, 
short in years, but long in deeds of kindness 
and help to others. I shall never forget the 
clear ring of her laugh, and the straight, true 
glance of her eyes, and the wonderful quali- 
ties of mind and character which made her 
so beloved by every one." 
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Her sister Margaret wrote the following 
obituary: — 

In Memobiam 

Eleanob Boies Tileston 

Died Thursday, Mabch 7th, 1912. 

A nature filled with joy, keenly alive to 
all that was beautiful, yet most strongly 
drawn to the service of others; unusual 
powers of mind, quick wit, and balanced 
judgment, with a deeply abiding reUgious 
faith ; a gay and gallant courage that faced 
death with a smile. 

Those who knew her but sUghtly felt the 
radiance of her bright presence; to those 
closest to her a personality was unfolded of 
rare and individual charm. Her brief 
twenty-five years rounded out a life of 
beautiful completeness. 
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